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Dylan  Henry 

Bad  Moon  Rising 

As  I  turn  to  watch  the  ferry  disappear  in  the  dis¬ 
tance,  it  finally  sinks  in  that  there’s  no  turning  back.  I 
waste  one  last  second  remembering  how  comfortable 
my  life  has  been  up  to  this  point,  before  I  spend  the 
foreseeable  future  in  this  dystopian  settlement.  Turning 
back  to  walk  up  the  massive  wobbling  pier  with  holes 
where  boards  should  be,  I  notice  a  moss  covered  sign 
ten  feet  above  me  “Elizabeth  Island,  Louisiana,  popula¬ 
tion  2,367.”  Even  though  I  may  not  like  it,  this  is  the 
perfect  seclusion  for  me  to  write  something  worth  read¬ 
ing  again;  I  have  spent  the  last  two  years  swimming  in 
drunken  self  loathing,  avoiding  the  intimidation  of  the 
blank  page.  I  need  this  more  than  anyone  can  compre¬ 
hend.  But  not  for  fame  or  money  or  whatever  bullshit 
“REAL”  writers  yearn  for,  I  need  to  prove  her  wrong;  this 
is  my  white  whale.  As  I  reached  the  parking  lot  where  I 
noticed  a  small  car  rental  lot,  an  earsplitting  evil  boom 
sends  a  jolt  through  my  limbs.  Just  beyond  the  lot  are 
two  plump,  shirtless  natives  blasting  the  morning  dew 
with  their  shotguns  as  panicked  ducks  hurriedly  flapped 
away.  I  swore  under  my  breath  and  decided  to  mind  my 
own  business.  “This  is  my  wasteland.” 

As  I  enter  the  dilapidated  rental  building,  the  ac¬ 
rid  stench  of  hundred  year  old  damp  carpeting  and  the 
sight  of  pale  green  walls  with  spots  of  rust  coloration 
slaps  me  in  the  face.  From  behind  the  tall  counter  comes 
the  creakiest  cough  of  dialogue.  “Can  I  help  ya  son?” 
For  a  moment  I’m  distracted  by  the  shriveled  toothless 
face  in  front  of  me;  and  the  word  of  god  being  preached 
from  his  hand  held  television.  “Come  on  boy,  I  ain’t  got 
till  judgment  day.” 


“My  apologies,  I  just  need  a  small  car.”  After  look¬ 
ing  me  up  and  down  with  the  face  of  either  skepticism 
or  confusion,  I  can’t  tell  which,  he  tosses  a  napkin  on 
the  counter. 

“Go  ahead  and  sign  your  name  and  gimme  your 
license.  I  only  got  one  car  on  the  lot,  it’s  a  1978  GMC 
Gremlin.”  I  chuckle  for  a  moment  and  he  takes  notice. 
“Somethin  funny  there,  son?” 

“Nope;  it’s  just,  you  know,  the  napkin  contract,  the 
78’  Gremlin,  you  sure  judgment  day  isn’t  today  bub?” 
Bad  move.  I’ve  always  had  a  problem  of  saying  the 
wrong  shit  at  the  wrong  time,  one  of  my  many  quirks. 

“Damn  yuppie,  you’ll  pay  for  your  sins  one  day 
boy!  God  is  not  merciful...”  If  only  he  knew.  If  only  he 
knew  how  merciless  god  had  been  and  how  far  he  had 
gone  to  ensure  that  we  all  know  our  place  in  the  caste  of 
this  universe.  I  divorced  God  on  harsh  terms  a  long  time 
ago  and  had  no  intention  of  going  back  to  him.  “...and 
the  shepherd  who  walks  through  the  valley...” 

“Yeah  that’s  really  wonderful  stuff  and  all  but  could 
you  just  give  me  the  fuckin  keys?”  The  crusty  old  man 
flips  the  single  key  at  my  chest  and  mumbles  something 
about  what  a  piece  of  shit  I  am  under  his  breath;  wel¬ 
come  back  to  Elizabeth  Island  Henry. 

Thankful  to  be  out  of  that  ethical  conundrum, 
I  take  my  first  step  into  the  Gremlin  and  reach  in  my 
pocket  for  salvation.  After  I  light  my  cigarette,  I  set  off 
in  the  direction  of  town  for  supplies  and  my  usual  stop 
at  the  Bayou  Bar  for  a  drink.  It’s  a  shoddy  little  dive  of 
a  bar,  but  it’s  got  character,  almost  like  a  metaphor  for 
my  life. 

When  I  arrive  at  the  Bayou,  I  sit  at  the  barstool 
closest  to  the  door  and  order  a  scotch  on  the  rocks.  The 
bartender,  an  older  woman  with  thick  red  lipstick  and 
squinty  little  eyes  which  were  shielded  behind  her  ob- 
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trusive  spectacles  that  she  frequently  had  to  push  back 
up  to  her  face  with  one  finger,  keeps  glancing  over  at  me 
while  she  loudly  chomps  her  gum.  I  make  the  mistake 
of  catching  her  eye. 

“Hon  I  gotta  say,  you  look  awful  familiar.  Are  you 
from  round  these  parts?” 

What  the  fuck  do  you  think?  “No  ma’am.  Just 
passing  through  on  my  way  up  to  my  cabin;  my  names 
Henry  Moon,  I’m  a  writer.” 

“Oh  my!  Boss  said  there  was  famous  person  that 
used  to  come  here  all  the  time  but  hasn’t  been  seen  a 
while!  That  must  be  you!” 

I  appease  her  with  a  look  of  humble  flattery  and 
raise  my  glass  for  a  half  hearted  toast.  “Must  be.”  As  the 
words  come  out  I  feel  exhausted.  Over  the  years  I’ve  an¬ 
swered  more  questions  than  I  care  to  know  and  people 
seem  to  be  perplexed  as  to  why  I  might  go  out  of  my 
away  to  avoid  them.  Truth  be  told,  I’m  terrified  of  them. 
These  are  real  blue  collar  people  with  hard  working  jobs, 
families,  kids;  in  what  way  can  I  possibly  relate  to  these 
decent  people? 

“Another  scotch  please,  make  it  a  double.” 

Just  as  the  thought  crosses  my  mind,  I  notice  the 
inflating  aggravation  in  the  voice  of  some  burly  fellow  in 
the  booth  behind  me  who  is  screaming  at  a  woman  who 
is  seated  with  him.  I  may  have  spoken  too  soon  about 
the  notion  of  decent  human  beings.  I  casually  listen  in. 

“Dan  you’ve  had  too  much  to  drink!  Stop  it  you’re 
causing  a  scene.”  Upon  a  glance  I  happen  to  notice  that 
Dan’s  lady  friend  just  happens  to  be  the  most  gorgeous 
woman  I’ve  seen  in  the  last  500  miles.  Beautifully  long 
brunette  hair,  like  a  waterfall  of  my  subconscious  pulled 
back  to  reveal  the  most  perfectly  symmetrical  face  and 
puppy  dog  gorgeous  brown  eyes.  Her  legs  looked  long 
and  firm  beneath  her  wrangler  jeans  that  led  up  to  an 


ass  like  two  white  elephants,  and  the  slightest  bit  of  her 
stomach  showed  beneath  her  flannel  shirt  which  she 
had  tied  up  into  a  halter  top. 

"I  told  you  to  shut  up  bitch!”  As  much  as  I  fear 
interacting  with  the  people  who  surround  me,  I  can’t 
stand  to  see  these  kinds  of  relationships.  The  typical  hi¬ 
erarchy  of  a  patriarchal  dyad  where  the  woman  is  forced 
to  remain  inferior  and  without  opinion  or  choice.  How 
many  times  have  I  written  about  this  exact  scenario  and 
then  added  some  hero  who  just  swoops  in  and  saves  the 
damsel  in  distress?  Unfortunately  I  knew  the  truth,  that 
every  word  I’ve  ever  written  is  bullshit.  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  hero  anymore;  they  died  along  with  common 
decency  and  intelligence.  Even  more  unfortunate  how¬ 
ever  is  that  I’ve  consumed  just  enough  alcohol  to  feel 
heroic. 

I  throw  back  my  last  swallows  worth  of  scotch  and 
step  away  from  the  bar  standing  as  straight  up  as  I  pos¬ 
sibly  can.  Inching  over  to  the  booth  I  think  about  what 
I  can  possibly  say  to  this  guy  that  won’t  end  with  me  on 
the  floor.  Too  late,  I’m  there.  I  slide  in  the  booth  across 
from  Dan  and  next  to  the  beautiful  woman  and  light 
another  cigarette. 

“How’s  it  hangin  there  chief?”  Dan  does  not  look 
amused  or  even  slightly  interested  in  what  I  have  to  say. 
Up  close  I  see  that  he  is  covered  in  sweat  which  is  drip¬ 
ping  from  his  colossal,  round  head,  down  his  untamed 
beard  and  onto  his  soiled  work  shirt. 

“Can  I  do  somethin  for  ya  asshole?” 

“Well  Dan,  I  must  say  I  highly  doubt  it.  Because  I 
was  going  to  walk  over  and  tell  you  what  a  misogynistic 
piece  of  shit  you  are  and  how  undeserving  of  a  woman 
as  beautiful  as  this  you  are,  but  I  reckon  you  already 
know  that.” 

Without  even  a  stutter  of  hesitation  he  lunges 
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across  the  table  and  grabs  me  by  the  shirt  as  he  delivers 
a  massive  blow  to  my  head.  I  have  but  one  salvation;  I 
grab  my  lit  cigarette  which  had  fallen  to  the  table  and  I 
put  it  out  on  his  cheek.  For  a  moment  he  is  stunned  and 
grabs  his  face  in  agony,  but  as  soon  as  he  realizes  that  the 
slight  sizzle  on  his  face  isn’t  much  more  than  a  minor 
annoyance  he  comes  back  for  blood.  Just  then,  the  bar 
tender  with  red  lips  screams  for  us  to  stop,  pointing  a 
massive  shotgun  directly  at  me. 

“You  boys  stop  now  ya  hear?  Mr.  Moon  I  think  you 
oughta  take  yer  business  elsewhere  tonight.” 

Without  a  word,  I  stood  and  walked  out  of  the 
building  completely  drained  of  pride.  It’s  like  I  said 
earlier,  being  a  hero  just  doesn’t  work  anymore.  Hob¬ 
bling  back  to  my  luxurious  GMC  Gremlin,  I  swipe  a 
fresh  cigarette  from  my  pack  and  place  it  between  my 
lips.  Before  I  start  my  car  I  lean  my  head  back  over  the 
headrest  of  my  seat  and  coddle  the  massive  bruise  over 
my  eye  for  a  moment  when  I  hear  a  knock  at  the  win¬ 
dow.  Dan’s  lady  friend  must  have  decided  that  I  had  a 
good  point  because  she  was  standing  outside  of  my  car. 
I  rolled  down  that  window  and  waited  to  see  what  she 
had  to  say. 

After  a  momentary  pause,  “would  you  be  able  to 
give  me  a  ride?”  I  unlocked  the  door  so  that  she  could 
sit,  she  really  was  beautiful.  “I’m  Michelle.  Um,  thanks 
for  what  you  said  back  there.  Normally  folks  just  mind 
their  own  business.” 

“Yeah  it’s  a  shame  isn’t  it?”  The  question  must  have 
made  her  uncomfortable  because  she  grew  silent  for  a 
short  time.  “So  where  do  you  need  a  ride  to?” 

“Well,  I  suppose  just  take  me  to  a  hotel  because 
Dan  told  me  not  to  come  home  tonight.  It’s  probably  for 
the  best.” 

“I  see.  I’m  not  normally  one  to  criticize  people’s 


life  choices  openly,  but  doesn’t  your  relationship  seem  a 
little  unhealthy  to  you?” 

She  blatantly  avoids  the  question.  After  all,  what 
do  I  know?  “..So  who  are  you?  You  don’t  look  like  you’re 
from  around  here.” 

“My  name’s  Henry,  I’m  a  writer.  I  have  a  cabin  on 
this  island  and  I  come  here  for  space.” 

“Space  from  who?” 

I’ve  been  avoiding  that  question  for  so  long  that  I 
had  forgotten  it  needed  to  be  asked.  “The  world  I  sup¬ 
pose.”  I  hesitate  and  consider  whether  or  not  I  should 
tell  her  the  truth.  “Actually,  a  week  ago  I  learned  that  my 
wife  of  8  years  has  been  cheating  on  me  and  all  I  could 
think  to  do  was  run,  and  the  only  place  I  have  to  run  is 
this  miserable  cabin.” 

“Oh.  How  did  you  find  out?” 

“I  came  home  and  found  them.” 

“Wow,  I’m  sorry  to  hear  that.” 

“Hey  don’t  worry  about  it  you  have  your  own 
problems.  Speaking  of,  this  is  a  little  odd  but  I  wouldn’t 
mind  having  some  company  tonight  if  you  would  be 
interested  in  skipping  out  on  the  fleabag  motel?”  Here 
I  am  trying  to  be  a  hero  again.  I  haven’t  got  the  slight 
chance  of  her  being  okay  with  sleeping  with  me  tonight. 

When  I  turn  to  look  at  her  expression,  I  find  that 
she  is  smiling  gently.  “I  would  like  that.  Where  is  your 
cabin?” 

“Just  past  Carpenter  Street  down  the  corner  from 
the  gas  station,  why?” 

“No  reason,  I  was  just  curious.” 

As  she  is  typing  away  on  her  cell  phone  I  consider 
that  my  evening  might  not  end  up  so  shitty  after  all. 
Maybe  this  is  really  all  I  need  to  get  over  her,  a  crazy  night 
with  a  random  girl  from  a  bar.  It  might  not  be  perfect 
but  I’ll  take  that  over  sitting  in  a  quite  cabin  all  evening 
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drinking  myself  into  a  stupor.  We  pass  Carpenter  Street 
and  are  immediately  submerged  in  thick  forestation;  the 
aspect  of  this  cabin  f  enjoy  most,  being  isolated.  I  turn  at 
the  gas  station  and  head  up  to  the  driveway. 

After  I  put  the  Gremlin  in  park  and  turn  off  the 
headlights,  she  takes  my  hand  and  looks  at  me  with  tears 
in  her  eyes.  “I’m  so  sorry.” 

“What  are  you  talking  about  baby?”  Just  then  I 
hear  my  door  being  opened  and  Dan  is  standing  over 
me  with  a  gun  pointed  two  inches  from  my  head  but 
I  can’t  hear  a  word  he  is  saying  over  the  ringing  in  my 
ears. 

§ 
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Curtis  Lewis 

His  Story 

I  found  my  lack  of  nervousness  quite  odd.  I  re¬ 
called  back  to  that  day  one  week  ago:  He  took  a  deep 
breath,  taking  it  all  in  one  last  time.  He  stared  down  to 
his  feet  and  then  looked  up  as  to  calm  himself  before  his 
final  scene;  one  last  soothing  breath.  I  imagine  he  felt 
his  heartbeat  thumping  into  a  fastened  rhythmic  beat. 
He  was  not  fearful;  no,  in  fact,  there  was  even  a  slight 
fold  of  a  smile  on  his  face  in  that  very  moment  when  he 
took  his  final  breath.  I  sat  next  to  him  for  those  three 
long  hours,  gripping  onto  his  hand  as  if  I  was  the  one 
grasping  for  life.  When  the  moment  came,  I  still  was  not 
prepared.  His  breaths  grew  slower  and  deeper,  each  one 
seemingly  arduous.  Finally,  I  saw  his  chest  lift  one  last 
pool  of  air  in  and  sink  downward.  The  dazed  feeling  that 
overwhelmed  me  in  that  moment  held  me  once  again.  I 
snapped  myself  back  into  reality  forcibly  so  to  not  keep 
everyone  waiting  for  me  to  start  the  eulogy  I  had  pre¬ 
pared.  I  took  a  deep  breath  to  calm  my  nerves,  prepare 
myself.  My  throat  felt  clogged  and  dry  so  I  swallowed 
my  spit,  and  as  if  without  thinking  at  all  I  blurted,  “My 
grandfather  was  a  great  man!”  I  looked  out  and  saw  how 
captivated  everyone  in  the  massive  crowd  seemed,  nod¬ 
ding  their  heads  back  and  forth  in  agreement  with  my 
uncontrolled  outburst.  I  continued,  “...and  I  am  so  very 
proud  to  be  his  grandson.” 

Late  one  evening  while  rummaging  through  his 
office,  I  came  across  a  box  that  was  filled  with  old  let¬ 
ters,  photos,  and  journals  that  my  grandfather  had  kept 
since  his  childhood.  I  studied  each  photo.  It  amazed  me 
to  see  my  grandfather  in  the  prime  of  his  youth.  One 
picture  in  particular  excited  a  deep  curiosity  within 


me.  In  this  photo  stood  my  grandfather  as  a  child  no 
older  than  13,  accompanied  by  seven  others  dressed  in 
strange  garments  in  what  looked  to  be  somewhere  in  a 
small  African  village.  The  back  of  it  read  “Return  to  old 
watering  holes  for  more  than  water;  friends  and  dreams 
are  there  to  meet  you.”  I  continued  to  rummage  through 
his  journals,  reading  of  how  my  grandfather  traveled 
to  the  United  States  in  1956  from  the  KwaZulu-Natal 
Province  in  Southern  Africa. 

I  inquired  more  about  the  photos  and  keepsakes 
my  grandfather  had  left  behind.  My  father  told  to  me 
that  my  grandfather  never  really  shared  much  of  his 
past  before  living  in  the  US  and  wanted  to  assimilate  as 
best  as  he  could,  despite  his  pride,  but  had  always  hoped 
to  return  one  day  to  his  homeland.  He  reminisced  about 
how  he  carried  so  much  pride  in  being  an  “ndodana  ye 
sizwe  sonke”  which  was  some  of  the  little  Zulu  dialect 
my  father  learned  from  my  grandfather  in  his  early 
years.  I  couldn’t  help  but  notice  the  considerable  differ¬ 
ence  between  my  father  and  my  grandfather.  With  my 
grandfather,  I,  and  anyone  who  ever  came  in  contact 
with  him,  felt  a  sense  of  comfortability  and  pride.  My 
father,  on  the  other  hand,  was  white  collared  and  stiff. 
He  never  spoke  heart-to-heart  with  anyone,  always 
shook  hands  firmly  and  distantly,  and  when  he  spoke  to 
me,  it  always  came  off  as  a  scolding.  I  thought  back.... 
“Ndodana  ye  sizwe  sonke,”  a  son  of  the  nation.  Some¬ 
thing  swelled  inside  me — a  realization  of  the  pain  that 
my  grandfather  must  have  endured  in  leaving  his  home 
for  a  better  life,  never  to  see  his  family  again. 

I  sat  under  the  stars  late  that  night,  recalling  this 
lost  sense  of  self  that  my  grandfather  must  have  faced, 
and  it  encroached  on  the  very  depths  of  my  soul.  The 
yearning  for  home,  for  self,  for  identity  that  my  grandfa¬ 
ther  had  coveted  for  so  many  years,  and  at  that  moment, 
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gazing  into  the  abundant  stars,  I  felt  his  presence.  I 
knew  it  then  to  be  my  duty  to  return  him  to  where 
his  heart  ached  so  long  to  come  back  some  day,  to  the 
Motherland. 

! 

I  shared  my  thoughts  with  my  parents.  My  father, 
of  course,  replied,  “Who  knows  what  could  happen  to 
you  out  there!”  After  talking  it  over,  to  my  surprise,  my 
parents  agreed  that  I  could  take  the  journey  with  one 
exception;  my  father  would  be  my  escort  to  my  grandfa¬ 
ther  s  village.  I  reluctantly  agreed  to  the  terms  and  a  few 
days  later,  we  set  off. 

I  had  never  ridden  on  a  plane  before.  I  sat  look¬ 
ing  to  my  father  for  some,  any  advice  that  would  calm 
my  nervousness.  I  stared  at  him  with  his  always  calm 
demeanor.  He  sat  there  wearing  his  bifocals,  reading 
The  Times,  in  his  old  grey  suit  and  black  dress  shirt.  I 
must  admit  that  I  sometimes  felt  a  certain  loathing  to¬ 
ward  him.  I’m  not  certain  if  it  was  the  person  he  was 
that  caused  so  much  disgust  or  the  fact  that  he’d  never 
been  the  type  of  man  my  grandfather  was,  the  type  of 
man  I  wanted  to  be.  I  could  barely  sleep  at  all  with  the 
turbulence  of  the  plane,  so  the  17  hour  long  flight  was 
nearly  unbearable. 

We  finally  arrived  at  the  King  Shaka  Interna¬ 
tional  Airport  in  Durban  and  made  our  way  into  the 
KwaZulu-Natal  Province,  where  my  grandfather  had 
grown  up  as  a  child.  A  few  hours  later,  we  arrived  to  the 
UMzinyathi  District.  This  place  was  different  from  what 
I  was  initially  introduced  to  in  Durban.  The  UMzinyathi 
District  seemed  like  something  out  of  a  movie  or  Na¬ 
tional  Geographic  special.  It  was  a  rural  area  with  large 
mountains,  deep  valleys  in  the  distance,  and  yet  the  land 
still  seemed  lush  in  vivid  colors  of  greens  and  browns. 
Suddenly,  everything  seemed  illuminated  and  at  that 
moment,  I  had  finally  understood  what  it  was  like  for 


people  who  kissed  the  soil  upon  return  to  their  home¬ 
land,  the  feeling  of  returning  home.  I  inhaled  deeply; 
“Okhokho”,  “motherland”  I  whispered  to  myself  and 
again  I  felt  my  grandfathers  presence.  I  was  so  capti¬ 
vated  by  it  all  that  I  did  not  notice  my  father  next  to  me. 
He  put  his  arm  around  my  shoulder  and  began  walking 
as  he  guiding  me  to  keep  up  with  him.  I  glanced  at  him, 
feeling  almost  a  sense  of  bonding.  He  caught  me  staring, 
so  I  put  my  head  down  and  carried  on  with  our  jour¬ 
ney.  We  traveled  a  little  ways  south  and  arrived  in  the 
Msinga  district,  one  of  the  four  sub-districts  within  the 
UMzinyathi  District.  This  had  been  where  my  grandfa¬ 
ther  was  born.  It  was  apparent  that  the  poverty  level  was 
immense  here,  but  there  seemed  to  be  a  surreal  look  to 
the  land. 

As  we  made  our  way  into  the  district  I  noticed  the 
population  seemed  so  dense  that  I  could  barely  breathe 
to  take  it  all  in.  This  had  not  been  what  I  expected.  Some 
part  of  me  expected,  even  wished  for  a  small  remote  vil¬ 
lage  with  lions  and  wild  beasts,  with  men  in  loin-cloths 
or  robes  with  bright  colors,  spears  in  hand,  but  when  I 
looked  around  all  I  saw  was  a  ravaged  land.  I  asked  my 
father  if  we  were  in  the  right  place;  I  suppose  my  tone 
of  voice  revealed  my  dismay  with  what  I  had  found.  For 
the  first  time  I  could  remember,  my  father  looked  me  in 
the  eyes,  and  with  a  kind  yet  stern  voice  that  reminded 
me  so  much  of  my  grandfather,  “Yes,  we  are  here,”  he 
replied. 

“How  could  anyone  be  proud  of  this?”  I  blurted 
aloud. 

My  father  said  nothing,  just  stared  into  the  dis¬ 
tance  as  if  in  a  heavy  daze.  The  silence  lasted  between  us 
for  only  15  seconds  at  best,  but  it  seemed  to  linger.  He 
pulled  a  slim  cigarette  out  of  a  pack  of  Marlboro  and  lit 
it  as  if  his  body  was  being  moved  by  outside  forces.  He 
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inhaled  deeply,  and  blew  out  the  thick,  grey  smoke  as  he 
continued  to  gaze  into  the  distance. 

“You  know  son,”  he  started,  hesitant  at  first,  “It  was 
not  just  where  your  grandfather  came  from  that  he  took 
so  much  pride  in,  but  what  he  accomplished  despite  it.” 
He  continued,  “You  came  here  with  high  expectations 
and  now  you  are  face  to  face  with  disappointment.” 

I  felt  my  face  flush  and  it  became  difficult  to  swal¬ 
low.  I  wanted  to  burst  in  tears  and  wail  “Ya,  well  what 
do  you  know!”  The  truth  was,  he  was  right.  We  were 
here  to  honor  my  grandfather’s  wish  to  one  day  return 
home  and  here  I  was,  like  a  selfish  child,  with  unjustified 
injured  pride  about  a  land  about  which  I  knew  nothing. 
I  think  he  saw  it  all  hit  me  as  I  became  aware  of  my  disil¬ 
lusioned  fantasies.  “I’m  sorry,”  I  wanted  to  say  but  all  I 
could  manage  was  a  sheepish,  “Okay.” 

He  understood  what  I  meant.  He  pulled  me  in 
close  and  I  noticed  for  the  first  time  how  big  his  hands 
were  and  how  strong  he  was.  “Lets  take  “Umkhulu” 
home”. 

I  had  not  been  aware  of  the  warm  tears  that  had 
trickled  from  my  eyes  into  a  drip  from  the  base  of  my 
chin.  I  wiped  my  face  and  we  walked  on.  We  finally  ar¬ 
rived  at  a  small  rounded  hut.  It  was  constructed  of  stones, 
clay,  straw,  with  a  top  that  resembled  a  Chinese  hat.  I 
pulled  the  crumpled  Polaroid  photo  out  of  my  pocket. 
This  was  the  place  in  the  photo  where  my  grandfather 
had  been.  I  unzipped  my  backpack  and  pulled  out  the 
urn  that  held  his  ashes.  My  actions  suddenly  came  to  a 
stumble  and  I  held  the  urn  closely  to  my  chest.  My  father 
put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder.  I  stared  back  at  him,  and 
in  that  moment  I  truly  appreciated  my  father’s  presence. 
I  followed  his  lead  as  we  walked  around  the  aged  shack, 
to  a  small  mound  that  oversaw  the  village.  We  stared 
into  the  sunset  and  fell  into  a  silence.  We  could  see  in 


the  distance  what  Msinga  had  to  offer.  The  beauty  of  the 
grasslands,  the  hills,  the  mountains,  and  the  purity  of  it 
all  overwhelmed  the  senses.  “Let’s  not  have  the  man  wait 
another  lifetime,”  my  father  interjected.  We  laughed  so 
hard,  tears  streamed  and  my  gut  tightened  so  much  it 
hurt  to  laugh  anymore.  We  each  poured  handfuls  of  the 
ash  into  our  hands  and  threw  them  into  the  air.  As  the 
wind  took  hold,  swirling  the  ashes  in  a  graceful  dance, 
and  I  could  see  my  grandfather  reliving  his  childhood, 
running  about  the  land  he  loved  till  the  end. 

We  stayed  and  explored  for  a  few  days  more.  On 
the  final  day,  after  arriving  at  the  airport,  I  sat  in  the 
airplane  staring  out  the  window,  thinking  of  all  that  I 
had  learned.  My  father  taught  me  about  our  Zulu  tribal 
heritage,  and  about  how  my  grandfather  had  come  with 
only  the  clothes  on  his  back  and  raised  my  father  and 
his  sisters  with  my  grandmother  in  a  small  apartment 
in  New  York  City,  yet  stricken  with  poverty,  and  how 
he  worked  so  hard,  juggling  four  jobs  to  provide  better 
opportunities  for  his  children.  That’s  when  it  hit  me — 
everything  my  father  stood  for  validated  my  grandfa¬ 
ther’s  efforts.  My  father,  the  man  I  had  least  appreciated, 
worked  long  hours  to  put  food  on  the  table,  enabling  me 
to  attend  a  prestigious  private  school,  and  scolded  me 
to  encourage  and  teach  me  to  become  a  better  person. 
It  was  he  who  came  to  console  me  the  night  after  the 
funeral,  he  who  was  beside  me  when  we  traveled  and 
landed  in  this  foreign  home,  and  he  who  always  sup¬ 
ported  me,  in  his  own  way.  I  looked  at  his  hands,  and 
for  the  first  time  I  noticed  how  much  they  resembled  my 
grandfather’s  and  how  much  mine  resembled  his. 

§ 
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Katharine  Stob 

Cold  Coffee 

Elizabeth  stood  in  Starbucks  waiting.  Her  back 
was  against  the  wall,  her  face  directed  towards  the  door, 
and  her  hands  were  dug  deep  into  her  coat  pockets, 
with  an  empty  expression  on  her  face.  Only  her  eyes 
moved  about  taking  in  the  scene  of  all  kinds  of  people, 
from  students  to  hipsters  to  business  people,  walking  in 
and  ordering  their  preferred  drinks.  She  pulled  out  her 
phone  and  glanced  at  the  time,  3:10  pm. 

Natalie  was  ten  minutes  late  and  it  was  her  idea  to 
meet.  A  sigh  escaped  Elizabeths  lips.  Why  had  she  even 
agreed  to  this?  Curiosity  mainly  was  her  guess.  She  had 
not  seen  or  even  talked  to  Natalie  in  three  months  since 
their  friendship  imploded.  The  last  conversation  they 
had,  if  it  could  be  called  that,  was  just  them  yelling  at 
each  other.  Playing  a  game  of  who  could  hurt  the  other 
one  more.  She  had  been  trying  to  move  on  past  the  hurt. 
That  was  why  Elizabeth  was  so  shocked  to  receive  a  text 
from  Natalie  the  day  before.  Natalie  wanted  Elizabeth  to 
return  the  red  halter  dress  that  Natalie  had  loaned  her 
for  the  Burton  s  wedding.  Elizabeth  had  offered  to  bring 
it  to  her  house  and  give  it  to  her  mother,  but  Natalie  had 
suggested  meeting  up  at  Starbucks  instead.  Elizabeth 
had  texted  “sure”  and  now  she  was  regretting  it. 

“I’m  so  stupid,”  thought  Elizabeth.  “I  should  have 
just  said  no.”  She  pulled  out  her  phone  again.  It  was  3:13 
pm  now.  “I’m  giving  her  two  more  minutes  and  then 
leaving,”  she  thought,  annoyed. 

An  idea  popped  into  her  brain  that  there  was  a 
chance  this  might  be  one  of  Natalies  tricks  again.  Tell 
her  to  meet  up  and  then  never  show  up.  She  would  be 
laughing  with  those  stuck-up  girls  she  was  friends  with 


now  about  how  stupid  she  was.  Elizabeths  head  fell 
back  against  the  wall  as  she  tried  her  best  to  push  that 
thought  away. 

“Hey,”  said  a  voice  quietly  near  her.  She  gave  a 
slight  jump.  She  didn’t  notice  Natalie  walking  through 
the  doors. 

“I’m  sorry  I’m  late.  You  know  traffic  around  here  is 
crazy,”  Natalie  said  shyly. 

“Yeah  it  is,”  responded  Elizabeth. 

“You  order  your  coffee  yet?” 

“No.  I  was  waiting  for  you.” 

Elizabeth  stared  at  Natalie  as  they  moved  into  the 
line.  She  had  expected  the  anger,  however,  she  was  sur¬ 
prised  by  the  feeling  of  sadness.  It  was  like  seeing  some¬ 
thing  again  that  once  was  hers  and  that  now  could  never 
be  restored  to  her. 

“What  can  I  get  for  you  ladies?”  asked  the  chirpy 
dark  haired  barista. 

Natalie  searched  the  menu  above  her  head.  “I’ll 
have  a  tall  Pumpkin  Spice  Latte.” 

“And  for  you?” 

Elizabeth  glanced  around  for  a  different  option 
from  Natalie’s.  Pumpkin  Spice  had  been  their  shared 
favorite.  It  didn’t  seem  very  appealing  now.  “I  guess  I’ll 
have  a  black  tea  please.” 

The  girls  grabbed  their  drinks  and  headed  towards 
an  empty  table  in  the  middle  of  the  coffee  shop.  A  group 
of  college  students  sat  next  to  them,  buried  in  their  lap¬ 
tops  and  notebooks.  Nadine  took  a  long  sip  of  her  hot 
drink. 

“So,  how  have  you’ve  been?”  she  said  a  little  too 
nicely. 

Elizabeth  searched  her  eyes  trying  to  read  her 
mind.  “Fine.  How  are  you?” 

“Good!”  she  exclaimed  a  bit  too  happily.  Another 
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long  sip. 

“I  have  your  dress  in  my  car.” 

“Oh,  good.  Thanks  so  much  for  bringing  it.” 

“No  problem.” 

An  awkward  silence  fell  between  them.  Laughter 
and  chatter  from  the  crowded  Starbucks  surrounded 
them.  Elizabeth  stared  hard  at  Natalie  who  refused  to 
make  eye  contact.  Her  head  going  from  side  to  side, 
constantly  getting  distracted  by  passing  people.  Eliza¬ 
beth  thought  about  how  this  girl  sitting  across  from  her 
used  to  be  her  best  friend  from  high  school.  They  used 
to  sit  here,  in  this  exact  Starbucks  and  chat  for  hours 
about  everything.  Now  they  could  barely  come  up  with 
a  word  to  say  to  each  other.  Their  closeness  seemed  so 
long  ago.  She  ran  her  fingers  through  her  dark  auburn 
hair  and  leaned  forward  on  the  table. 

“Natalie,  let  us  just  cut  the  crap.  Why  did  you  want 
to  talk?” 

Natalie  bit  her  lip  and  looked  down  at  her  cof¬ 
fee.  “Well,  I  um,  well  I  just  haven’t  seen  you  in  a  while.” 
Elizabeth  could  tell  Natalie  knew  she  knew  that  wasn’t 
the  reason. 

“Last  time  I  saw  you,  it  seemed  pretty  clear  to  me 
you  didn’t  want  to  associate  with  me  anymore.” 

Natalie  turned  a  light  shade  of  red  and  shifted 
uneasily  in  her  chair.  Elizabeth  was  enjoying  making 
her  feel  uncomfortable.  She  knew  it  wasn’t  mature,  but 
couldn’t  resist  the  urge  to  do  so.  Natalie  cleared  her 
throat. 

“Yeah  about  that. . .” 

“Yeah  about  what?”  Elizabeth  said  sarcastically. 
“You  told  everyone.  You  ruined  my  reputation  and  for 
what?  So  that  some  stupid  group  of  girls  can  pretend 
to  like  you  and  you  can  go  to  a  few  lame  parties?”  She 
felt  her  voice  getting  louder.  She  clenched  her  fists  and 


pressed  her  lips  together.  She  did  not  want  to  get  mad 
and  make  a  scene.  She  was  supposed  to  be  getting  over 
this,  she  wasn’t  supposed  to  care  anymore. 

“You’re  not  an  innocent  in  this  either,”  said  Natalie 
softly. 

Elizabeth  winced.  An  image  of  a  tall  blond  boy 
with  brown  eyes  appeared  from  her  memory,  along 
with  the  images  of  the  party,  the  drinks,  laughter,  and 
the  back  seat  of  a  car.  She  honestly  did  not  know  he 
had  a  girlfriend.  Natalie  knew  though,  and  had  never 
breathed  a  word  about  it  to  Elizabeth  that  whole  night. 
The  girlfriend  was  part  of  a  popular  group  on  campus 
and  Natalie  had  been  interested  in  getting  in  for  a  while. 
She  used  what  happened  that  night  as  leverage,  beefing 
up  the  story  to  make  it  more  scandalous.  The  juicy  tale 
made  its  way  to  everyone’s  phones,  publicly  humiliat¬ 
ing  a  blind- sided  Elizabeth.  Slut,  whore,  home  wrecker, 
and  other  obscene  labels  were  permanently  attached  to 
Elizabeth’s  name  now,  the  full  blame  of  what  happened 
firmly  placed  on  her  head.  She  had  to  shut  down  her 
Facebook  page  because  of  the  nasty  posts  put  on  her 
wall.  Most  of  them  were  from  people  she  didn’t  even 
know.  Switching  schools  had  been  the  only  option  for 
her  to  escape  the  daily  harassment.  Elizabeth  burned 
with  anger  from  the  memory  of  it  all. 

“More  so  than  you!”  Elizabeth  snapped  back. 

“I  know  what  I  did  hurt  you.” 

“You  basically  broke  my  heart!  I  thought  we  were 
like  sisters  who  always  had  each  other’s  backs.  Found 
out  I  was  very  wrong  when  I  discovered  you  put  a  knife 
in  mine,”  spat  Elizabeth.  Natalie  looked  her  full  in  the 
face  with  a  pained  expression  in  her  eyes. 

“You  hurt  me  first.” 

“What?” 

Natalie  took  a  deep  breath.  “You  weren’t  asking  me 
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to  hang  with  you  as  much  as  before  and  we  weren’t  talk¬ 
ing  as  much.  You  kept  spending  time  with  other  people. 
It  felt  like  you  were  avoiding  me.” 

You  never  said  anything,  “Elizabeth  said  shocked. 
She  had  not  expected  something  like  that  to  come  out  of 
her  mouth.  She  had  never  known  Natalie  felt  that  way. 

“Ashley  was  in  my  Stats,”  Natalie  continued.  “We 
started  talking  in  class.  I  thought  I  was  losing  you  and  I 
didn’t  want  to  be  the  one  left  alone.  I  saw  an  opportunity 
to  get  into  her  group  and  I  took  it.” 

“You  used  me!”  Elizabeth  said  hatefully.  “All  you 
had  to  do  was  discuss  with  me  how  you  were  feeling. 
You  didn’t  have  to  expose  my  mistake  to  everyone  and 
allow  people  to  give  me  so  much  hate  for  it! 

Natalie’s  face  twisted  as  she  turned  red  again.  She 
opened  her  mouth  a  few  times  to  say  something,  but  no 
sound.  She  put  her  head  in  her  hands  and  was  still  for 
a  while. 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  she  said  her  voice  muffled  by  her 
hands.  She  looked  up  with  a  pleading  look.  “I’m  so  sorry 
for  what  I  did.  I  miss  you  so  much.  Can  you  please, 
please  forgive  me?  Can  we  try  being  friends  again?” 
Tears  welled  up  in  her  green  eyes. 

Elizabeth  frowned  as  she  looked  away  towards  the 
window,  trying  to  process  everything  that  had  been  said. 
Seven  years  of  friendship  they  had  shared.  All  of  it  had 
come  to  an  end  because  of  a  misunderstanding.  She  had 
thought  of  this  moment.  Daydreaming  of  a  time  when 
her  wayward  friend  would  see  the  error  of  her  ways 
and  come  back  begging  for  forgiveness.  She  usually 
had  two  different  outcomes  for  it.  In  the  first  one,  she 
would  tell  off  her  friend.  In  the  second  one  she  would 
extend  forgiveness  and  they  would  pick  up  right  where 
they  left  off  as  if  nothing  happened.  However,  Elizabeth 
realized  neither  of  these  options  would  work  now  as 


she  struggled  to  be  fair  towards  Natalie.  If  she  became 
friends  with  her  again,  Elizabeth  knew  their  relation¬ 
ship  would  never  come  close  to  the  one  they  shared 
before.  Her  guard  would  be  up  permanently  in  order  to 
protect  herself  from  Natalie.  Elizabeth  knew  the  fear  of 
being  betrayed  again  would  be  constantly  on  her  mind. 
Natalie  had,  on  purpose,  caused  her  so  much  pain  and 
embarrassment,  exposing  her  to  everyone’s  judgment 
and  ridicule.  She  knew  that  was  something  she  could 
not  forget  about.  Friends  weren’t  supposed  to  treat  each 
other  that  way  and  Elizabeth  knew  Natalie  wasn’t  the 
type  of  friend  she  wanted  in  her  life. 

She  took  deep  breaths  in  and  out  of  her  nose  as  she 
struggled  to  give  the  forgiveness  that  Natalie  asked  for. 
More  than  anything  Elizabeth  wanted  to  shut  the  door 
on  the  whole  episode.  She  knew  that  holding  onto  the 
anger  would  not  help  with  that. 

“I  forgive  you.”  Elizabeth  said  hesitantly. 

Relief  spread  all  over  Natalie’s  face  and  a  smile 
started  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth. 

“However,  I  can’t  be  friends  with  you  again.”  Eliza¬ 
beth  added  quickly. 

Natalie’s  smile  disappeared  and  she  turned  her 
gaze  towards  the  ground.  Elizabeth  ran  her  fingers 
through  her  hair  and  shook  her  head. 

“Sometimes  friendships  just  don’t  last.  Ours  can’t 
move  past  this  point.  Too  much  has  happened.  I  don’t 
trust  you  anymore.  I’m  sorry  you  felt  that  I  was  forget¬ 
ting  about  you,  because  nothing  could  be  further  from 
the  truth.  But  I’ve  moved  on  now  and  I  can’t  go  back.” 
Elizabeth  said  sadly. 

Natalie  nodded  slowly.  The  coffee  had  turned  cold. 
The  girls  got  up  and  walked  out  to  Elizabeth’s  car  to  re¬ 
trieve  the  dress.  She  handed  it  to  Natalie  and  watched  as 
she  climbed  into  her  Ford  Focus.  Elizabeth  gave  her  a 
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small  wave  as  she  passed  in  the  parking  lot.  Letting  her 
hand  drop,  she  turned  back  towards  her  own  car,  and 
drove  away. 

§ 
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PennyJo  Veatch 

It  Happened  One  Night 

She  looked  at  herself  in  the  full  length  mirror 
hanging  on  the  back  of  her  door.  She  looked  the  same 
as  she  did  yesterday  morning.  And  the  morning  before 
that.  And  every  morning  for  the  past  sixteen  years.  Ever 
since  she  had  dropped  out  of  college  and  returned  home. 
She  had  taken  a  job  at  Jerry’s  Diner  until  she  could  find 
the  man  she  wanted  to  marry.  For  one  slight  moment 
she  almost  allowed  her  thoughts  to  stray  to  him,  but  she 
forced  herself  to  turn  her  thoughts  back  to  her  reflec¬ 
tion.  What  she  saw  was  a  slim  blonde  woman  with  a 
pleasant  face  and  a  welcoming  aura.  People  everywhere 
liked  her.  Any  day  now,  he’s  going  to  walk  through  the 
door  of  my  heart  and  sweep  me  off  my  feet. 

“Keep  your  head  up,  Dreama,”  she  said  to  herself 
as  she  walked  out  the  door  to  catch  her  bus.  “He’ll  come. 
You’ll  see  him  any  day  now.” 

The  bus  dropped  her  off  at  the  corner  of  Main 
and  Lincoln.  She  had  been  taking  the  same  bus  to  the 
same  corner  for  sixteen  years  now.  The  bus  driver,  Sam, 
watched  as  she  headed  toward  Jerry’s  Diner.  It  was  a 
little  hole  in  the  wall  that  had  food  good  enough  to  keep 
them  from  closing  as  many  other  small  businesses  did. 
Sam  assumed  that  she  worked  there  since  she  always 
headed  toward  the  diner  when  she  got  off  the  bus.  She 
always  sat  beside  the  window  in  the  fourth  seat  back.  In 
the  ten  years  he  had  driven  this  route,  she  had  never  said 
one  word  to  him.  In  fact,  he  had  never  seen  her  talk  to 
anybody.  Or  even  look  at  anybody.  She  got  on.  She  got 
off.  And  as  the  years  passed  she  looked  sadder  and  older 
and  bigger. 

Dreama  took  a  deep  breath  before  she  opened  the 


door.  She  knew  what  she  would  find  inside — a  half  emp¬ 
ty  restaurant  that  smelled  of  old  leather  booths,  lemon 
cleaning  solution,  and  a  combination  of  yesterday’s 
specials  and  today’s.  Meatloaf  and  scalloped  potatoes. 
That  was  yesterday’s  special.  Today’s  special  would  be 
barbeque  ribs  and  coleslaw.  Jerry  had  a  knack  for  put¬ 
ting  together  meals  that  appealed  to  his  loyal  customers. 
It  was  good  food.  Plain  food,  but  good.  And  his  regulars 
kept  him  in  business. 

She  pulled  open  the  door.  “Hey,  Dreama,”  Jerry 
called  from  his  place  in  the  kitchen.  There  was  a  pass¬ 
through  window  from  the  kitchen  to  the  dining  room. 
Jerry  liked  to  see  his  customers  and  their  reaction  to  his 
food.  And  he  liked  to  see  who  was  coming  in  the  door. 

“Hey.”  Dreama  kept  her  head  down  and  walked 
through  to  the  coatroom  Jerry  had  set  up  for  his  work¬ 
ers.  It  was  a  pleasant  room  with  a  computer  which  he 
let  the  staff  use,  comfortable  couches,  and  a  dining  table 
where  his  employees  could  eat  the  free  meal  he  pro¬ 
vided  them  during  their  shift.  Dreama  never  used  them 
though.  She  did  her  job  and  took  her  meal  home  in  a 
to-go  box. 

Danny  and  Aiva  were  already  in  there. 

“Hi,  Dreama.”  Danny  always  greeted  her  pleasantly 
though  he  had  long  given  up  any  belief  that  she  would 
answer  him  in  any  way  that  could  be  taken  as  friendly. 

"Hi,”  she  answered  while  continuing  to  hang  up 
her  coat  and  tie  on  her  apron. 

Aiva  didn’t  even  try.  She  had  been  given  the  cold 
shoulder  enough  that  she  didn’t  make  the  effort  any 
more. 

Jerry  walked  in  the  room.  “Danny,  you’re  in  sec¬ 
tion  three;  Aiva,  you’re  in  two.  And  Dreama,  you  have 
section  one.”  Section  one  was  closest  to  the  door  and 
people  didn’t  really  like  to  sit  there.  Jerry  often  gave 
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that  section  to  Dreama.  Her  lack  of  interaction  with  his 
guests  frustrated  him.  But  Dreama  didn’t  really  notice. 
She  just  did  her  job  the  way  she  did  everything  in  her 
life — with  little  determination  and  less  animation. 

“Thanks,”  Dreama  said  as  she  walked  out  to  take 
her  place  near  the  window  which  faced  the  busy  street. 
As  she  glanced  out  the  window,  she  caught  a  glimpse 
of  her  reflection.  She  grinned  to  herself  as  she  admired 
how  she  looked.  My  hair  looks  perfect  arranged  like  this 
to  show  off  my  face.  Look  at  how  the  bangs  sweep  down 
over  my  forehead  and  flirt  with  my  eye.  Too  bad  Jerry 
makes  us  wear  these  khakis  and  black  shirt,  but  at  least 
they  fit  my  thin  body  and  show  off  my  long  legs.  You  still 
have  it,  Dreama  she  said  to  herself  as  she  approached 
her  first  table  of  the  night. 

“Welcome  to  Jerry’s.  Are  you  ready  to  order?”  She 
took  their  order  efficiently  and  returned  soon  with  their 
drinks.  They  looked  after  her  as  she  walked  away. 

“How  many  years  have  we  been  coming  here?” 

“Twenty  years  maybe.  Why?” 

“How  many  times  do  you  think  she’s  been  our 
waitress?” 

“Oh,  gosh.  Probably  at  least  half  the  time  we’re  in 

here.” 

“Do  you  think  she  even  knows  that  we  come  here 
all  the  time?” 

Just  then,  Danny  walked  up  to  their  table.  “I  had 
to  come  say  hi  to  two  of  my  favorite  customers.  How  are 
you  doing?” 

“We’re  good.  Can’t  wait  to  have  some  of  Jerry’s 

ribs.” 

“I’m  hoping  there  are  some  left  when  I  get  my  din¬ 
ner  break.  They  look  good  tonight.” 

“What’s  the  deal  with  her?”  He  gestured  toward 
Dreama  with  his  chin. 


Danny  answered  him  with  a  shrug.  “I  don’t  know. 
I’ve  worked  with  her  almost  two  years,  and  I  don’t  even 

think  I  know  her  last  name.  She  just  never  talks  to  any- 

» 

one. 

“I  remember  when  she  started  here.  She  never 
talked  much,  but  she  at  least  smiled  one  in  a  while.  Now 
she  comes  in  looking  messy.  Her  hair  hanging  in  her 
eyes.  Her  pants  are  too  short. 

“And  too  tight,”  his  wife  added. 

“I  just  don’t  get  her.” 

“Nobody  does,”  Danny  answered  before  returning 
to  his  section. 

Dreama  was  headed  back  to  the  table  when  she 
glanced  out  the  window  again.  It  was  starting  to  get 
dark.  That  made  her  smile.  I  am  going  to  get  married 
at  night.  Outside  with  the  stars  shining  and  the  moon 
providing  its  warm  light.  There  will  be  candles  every¬ 
where.  White  candles  and  white  lilies.  The  smell  will  be 
intoxicating.  He  will  watch  me  as  I  walk  down  the  aisle 
to  stand  beside  him  on  the  sand.  The  sound  of  the  waves 
gently  lapping  at  the  beach  will  be  the  only  music  we 
need.  He  wouldn’t  be  able  to  stop  smiling  as  he  watches 
me  walk  toward  him.  He  will  smile,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  as  he  vows  to  love  me  forever.  His  dark  eyes  would 
speak  his  promises  as  he  kisses  me  for  the  first  time  as 
husband  and  wife. 

“Excuse  me,  ma’am.  Can  I  get  a  refill  please?” 

Dreama  dragged  herself  back  to  reality  as  she  took 
the  glass  and  refilled  it  with  Pepsi.  Ma’am?  Did  he  really 
just  call  me  ma’am?  How  old  does  he  think  I  am?  Look 
at  me.  I  can’t  believe  he  just  called  me  ma’am.  She  was 
glad  when  he  paid  their  bill  and  left. 

People  came  and  went.  Rib  night  was  always  a 
popular  night.  Dreama  stayed  busy,  spending  as  little 
time  at  each  table  as  she  could.  During  her  break,  she 
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packed  up  her  to-go  box.  The  silver  napkin  holder  sit¬ 
ting  on  the  counter  reflected  her  face;  when  Dreama  saw 
it,  she  smiled  to  herself.  I  will  cook  for  him.  I  will  make 
ribs  with  homemade  barbeque  sauce.  I  will  shred  the 
cabbage,  chop  the  carrots,  and  whisk  the  eggs  to  make 
mayonnaise  with  my  own  two  hands.  I  will  make  cook¬ 
ies  and  meatloaf  and  whole-wheat  bread.  He  will  always 
acknowledge  my  hard  work  and  the  love  packed  into 
each  bite.  He  will  thank  me  for  waiting  for  him  all  these 
years  and  tell  me  I’m  beautiful.  We  will  laugh  together  as 
we  share  the  news  of  our  days  with  each  other. 

The  sound  of  laughter  caused  her  to  look  around. 
That  family  at  the  large  round  table  was  celebrating  a 
birthday.  They  laughed  as  the  little  girl  opened  her  pres¬ 
ents  and  blew  out  the  candles  on  her  cake.  Four  candles 
for  four  years.  Jerry  was  standing  by  the  table,  laughing 
with  them.  It  was  one  of  his  joys,  baking  cakes  for  spe¬ 
cial  occasions.  And  they  were  good.  Very  good.  Dreama 
enjoyed  the  leftover  cake  and  always  tried  to  sneak  a 
piece  or  two  into  her  takeout  box. 

Now  that  it  was  darker  out,  it  was  easier  to  see  her 
image  in  the  plate-glass  window.  She  had  to  smile  to 
herself  again  as  she  studied  her  reflection.  It  is  amazing 
how  good  I  still  look  after  so  many  years  and  so  many  of 
Jerry’s  meals.  She  turned  just  as  the  door  opened,  giving 
her  another  glimpse  of  herself  in  the  door’s  glass.  He  is 
going  to  walk  in  that  door.  That’s  how  I’ll  find  him.  He 
will  walk  in  and  see  me  across  the  room.  He  won’t  be 
able  to  take  his  eyes  off  of  me.  I’ll  just  sense  his  presence 
even  though  I  will  be  working  hard  waiting  on  my  tables. 
I  will  turn  around  and  catch  his  look.  He  will  ask  the 
hostess  to  seat  him  in  my  section.  He  will  not  be  able  to 
look  away.  I  will  glide  up  to  his  table,  all  the  while  know¬ 
ing  that  he  is  the  One.  He  will  know  it  too.  He  will  look 
at  me  and  remember.  He  will  hesitate  over  the  menu  to 


keep  me  at  his  table  longer.  Even  after  he  orders,  he  will 
continue  to  think  of  reasons  to  call  me  over.  I  will  make 
sure  that  he  doesn’t  have  to  wait  long  for  anything  he 
needs.  We  will  make  eye  contact  and  enjoy  small  talk 
as  he  slowly  works  his  way  through  his  meal.  He  will 
linger  over  dessert  and  coffee.  He  will  confess  later  that 
he  doesn’t  even  really  like  coffee,  but  he  ordered  it  so  he 
could  stay  longer.  Jerry  would  be  turning  off  the  lights, 
and  he  will  still  be  here.  Then  when  he  can’t  stay  any 
longer,  he  will  reluctantly  walk  out  the  door,  glancing 
back  wistfully,  with  my  phone  number  clutched  in  his 
hand.  He  will  call  me  every  night.  We  will  talk  for  hours, 
sharing  our  lives,  regretting  the  missed  years,  looking 
forward  to  our  future.  I  know  he  is  handsome,  tall  with 
bright  blue  eyes  and  sandy  hair.  And  athletic.  Maybe  he 
plays  softball  with  his  friends.  I’ll  go  to  the  games  with 
him,  become  friends  with  their  wives  and  girlfriends. 
We’ll  all  go  out  for  pizza  or  sit  in  the  parking  lot  after  the 
games,  chatting  for  hours.  On  the  fourth  of  July,  we’ll  in¬ 
vite  all  of  our  friends,  his  softball  friends  and  my  friends 
from  work,  over  for  a  barbeque.  As  the  smells  of  grilled 
burgers,  franks,  and  corn- on-the- cob  permeated  the  air, 
we  will  laugh  as  we  load  our  plates  with  my  homemade 
potato  salad  and  baked  beans.  We  will  go  watch  the  fire¬ 
works  over  the  lake,  wearing  glow  necklaces  and  shar¬ 
ing  sparklers.  Eventually,  we  will  marry.  The  handsome 
groom  and  the  beautiful  bride. 

At  that  moment  the  door  opened,  and  he  walked 
in.  Immediately  her  thoughts  screamed  his  name.  Tim 
Williams.  She  stared  at  him  standing  there  at  the  door.  I 
will  not  break  down  and  cry.  But  look  at  him.  He  looks 
just  as  good  as  he  did  then.  Come  on,  Tim.  Look  at  me. 
You’re  the  reason  I  came  home.  The  reason  I  dropped 
out  of  college.  The  reason  I  still  work  here  after  sixteen 
years.  I’ve  been  waiting  for  you.  Do  you  remember 
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when  we  met?  It  was  magic.  Tim  suddenly  glanced  up, 
as  though  he  could  feel  her  stare.  He  gave  her  a  smile. 
He  smiled  at  me.  Only  Dreama  didn’t  notice  that  it  was 
a  tentative  smile.  It  was  the  kind  of  smile  that  you  give 
a  virtual  stranger.  One  that  said  that  he  recognized  her 
but  wasn’t  quite  sure  why.  It’s  like  I  dreamed  it  would 
be.  He  came  in  and  now  he  is  looking  at  me.  He’s  re¬ 
membering  our  friendship.  He’ll  figure  out  that  he’s  the 
reason  I  came  home  from  college.  He’ll  ask  to  be  seated 
at  my  table. 

Only  Tim  didn’t  ask  to  be  seated  at  her  table.  As  he 
followed  the  hostess  to  a  table  in  Danny’s  section,  he  was 
trying  to  remember  why  he  knew  her. 

“Who’s  that?  She  looks  familiar.” 

“Here  name  is  Dreama.  She’s  worked  here  for  al¬ 
most  twenty  years,  I  think.” 

“Did  she  go  to  school  here?” 

“I  think  so.  I  really  don’t  know  much  about  her.” 

“Hmmm.  I  might  have  met  her.  But  why  is  she 
staring  at  me?” 

Across  the  room,  Dreama  was  waiting  for  him  to 
look  up  again.  But  he  never  did.  When  Danny  came  to 
take  his  order,  Tim  told  him,  “I  remember  her  now.  We 
had  a  class  together  in  high  school.  Math  or  English  or 
something.  I’m  not  sure.  But  she  sat  next  to  me.  One 
day,  I  forgot  a  pencil  and  asked  her  if  I  could  borrow 
one.  After  that,  it  seemed  like  she  was  always  wherever 
I  was.  At  the  library;  in  the  cafeteria.  She  even  came  to 
my  track  meets.  I  always  thought  that  she  was  kinda. . .” 

Danny  supplied  the  word  for  him,  “. .  .strange.” 

“Yea,  strange.” 

The  evening  finally  slowed  down.  Customers  stop- 
pd  coming  in.  Dreama  waited  for  Tim  to  come  over  and 
talk  to  her.  I  know  he’s  just  waiting  till  I’m  not  so  busy. 
Then  he’ll  come  talk  to  me.  But  it  didn’t  happen.  Tim 


finished  his  meal,  called  out  a  good-bye  to  Danny,  and 
walked  out  the  door  without  ever  looking  at  her  again. 

The  four  of  them  cleaned  the  restaurant  before 
they  were  done  for  the  night.  Jerry,  Danny,  and  Aiva 
laughed  and  talked  together,  sharing  funny  anecdotes 
of  the  evening.  Dreama  stayed  quiet.  When  the  clean¬ 
ing  was  done,  she  grabbed  her  to-go  box  and  purse  and 
headed  out  the  door.  She  stood  at  the  stop  on  the  corner 
of  Main  and  Lincoln,  waiting  for  the  bus  that  would 
take  her  home.  As  the  bus  pulled  up,  Dreama  caught 
a  glimpse  of  herself  in  the  chrome  trimming  the  bus. 
Only  this  time,  she  didn’t  smile. 

§ 
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Geoffrey  Cardwell 

A  Leaf  in  Autumn 

Donald  let  out  a  sigh  as  he  saw  his  sons  truck  pull 
up  out  in  front  of  the  house.  One  of  Donald’s  favorite 
past  times  was  sitting  on  the  porch,  in  his  white  rocking 
chair  with  his  pug,  Biff,  lying  at  his  feet.  Donald  was  a 
people  watcher  and  there  was  no  better  spot  than  the 
front  porch,  along  with  his  glass  of  iced  tea. 

This  day  was  an  average  day  in  autumn  in  North¬ 
west  Indiana.  The  temperature  was  around  55  degrees, 
a  rain  earlier  had  made  the  temperature  feel  a  bit  cooler 
and  the  smell  of  damp  grass  filled  the  air  which  satis¬ 
fied  Donalds  senses.  The  sky  remained  cloudy  but  it 
appeared  the  rain  was  finished  for  the  day.  Donald  took 
in  one  more  deep  breath  of  fresh  air  and  enjoyed  the 
sound  of  the  wind  blowing  through  the  trees  before  it 
was  interrupted  by  the  smell  of  the  cigarette  smoke  and 
the  sounds  of  profanity  from  his  son,  Michael.  Michael, 
now  out  of  his  truck,  wore  his  light  brown  construction 
boots,  torn  blue  jeans,  long  sleeved  red  and  black  flannel 
shirt  and  his  black  ball  cap  with  the  yellow  CAT  logo  on 
the  front. 

“Don’t  ya  think  it’s  too  damn  cold  to  be  sitting 
outside?”  Michael  felt  the  need  to  bellow  from  the 
sidewalk,  then  taking  a  deep  drag  from  his  Marlboro,  he 
flicked  the  remaining  cigarette  in  his  father’s  front  yard. 

“I’m  quite  comfortable,”  Donald  replied  sitting 
there  wearing  brown  slippers,  gray  jogging  pants  and 
his  gray  sweatshirt  with  a  big  red  IU  on  the  front  for 
Indiana  University,  his  alma  mater  of  40  years  earlier. 
Jogging  pants  and  sweatshirts  were  the  preferred  attired 
for  Donald  these  days. 

Michael  never  went  to  college.  He  never  even  fin¬ 


ished  high  school,  quitting  after  the  10th  grade.  He  was 
now  a  heavy  equipment  operator  and  has  been  for  the 
past  25  years.  Michael  spoke  on  numerous  occasions 
about  obtaining  a  GED  and  pursing  a  college  education, 
but  those  dreams  were  never  realized  nor  ever  really 
pursued.  Michael  was  full  of  plenty  of  talk  but  lacked 
the  effort  to  go  along  with  that  talk. 

Michael  walked  onto  the  porch  and  made  his  way 
over  toward  the  other  rocking  chair.  “Well?  You  asked 
me  over  here.  What’s  up?”  Michael  asked  demanding 
an  answer  as  he  sat  down. 

“I  haven’t  seen  you  in  quite  some  time  and  was  just 
hoping  to  catch  up,”  Donald  answered,  looking  at  one  of 
the  two  towering  oak  trees  in  the  front  yard.  The  trees, 
full  of  oranges,  browns  and  reds,  were  beginning  the 
shed  their  leaves  in  preparation  of  another  winter. 

“Catch  up?  You  need  me  to  come  over  here 
to  catch  up?  Why  not  just  call?  I  saw  you  just  a  few 
months  ago,”  Michael  answered  laughingly.  They  only 
lived  a  few  miles  apart  yet,  the  realization  that  it  was 
months  since  he  saw  his  father  felt  comedic  to  Michael. 

“You  know  what  I  always  loved  about  autumn?” 
Donald  asked,  as  he  stared  deep  into  the  trees.  Deep  in 
thought. 

“Nope,”  Michael  answered  impatiently. 

“It  used  to  symbolize  that  regardless  of  how  tough 
the  year  was,  you  could  always  shed  your  worries,  pre¬ 
pare  yourself  and  in  the  spring,  begin  the  year  anew. 
There  was  always  a  chance  to  make  something  right. 
You  always  had  a  chance.”  Donald  never  looked  at  Mi¬ 
chael.  Donald’s  attention  remained  with  the  tree. 

“What  the  hell  are  you  talking  about?  You  drunk?” 
Michael  was  getting  impatient. 

“I  am  a  leaf  in  autumn,”  Donald  said  calmly,  turn¬ 
ing  toward  Michael,  looking  into  his  eyes. 
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Donald  and  Michael  have  always  had  a  tumultu¬ 
ous  relationship.  Donald,  who  was  now  65  years  old, 
found  it  hard  to  be  in  the  same  room  as  Michael  for 
any  given  amount  of  time.  There  always  appeared  to 
be  resentment  from  Michael  toward  Donald  and  Don¬ 
ald  never  appeared  to  have  any  patience  for  Michael. 
Thanksgivings  and  Christmases  usually  ended  up  with 
shouting  matches  and  threats  of  being  expelled  from  the 
family.  Since  the  death  of  Michaels  mom  five  years  ago 
in  a  car  accident,  they  had  not  spent  a  single  Thanksgiv¬ 
ing  or  Christmas  together.  Just  gift  cards  sent  through 
the  mail. 

There  were  no  other  children  for  Donald.  After 
Michael  was  born,  Donald  and  his  wife  did  try  to  have 
one  more  child  but  after  a  miscarriage,  they  decided  to 
not  have  any  more  children.  That,  at  least,  was  the  story 
they  told  everyone,  including  Michael.  It  appeared  that 
Donald’s  wife  was  the  glue  that  held  the  family  together. 
That  ended  after  a  trip  to  the  outlet  mall  that  left  her 
dead  when  a  truck  driver  tried  to  get  his  load  to  its  des¬ 
tination  ahead  of  schedule  and  sacrificed  sleep  for  the 
cause.  The  truck  driver’s  eyes  lacked  the  motivation  to 
stay  open  as  he  fell  asleep,  crossed  over  the  median  right 
in  the  path  of  her  car,  killing  her  instantly.  The  funeral 
was  a  closed  casket  affair. 

“What  the  hell  is  up  with  you,  dad?  I  can’t  stay 
much  longer.  I  got  things  to  do.”  Michael  felt  his  visit 
had  gone  on  long  enough. 

“I’m  a  leaf  in  autumn,  Michael.”  Donald  looked 
back  at  the  tree,  watching  the  leaves  fall  toward  the 
ground.  “My  color  has  changed  and  I  will  soon  fall  from 
the  tree.” 

Michael  got  up  from  his  chair  and  started  down 
the  stairs  from  the  porch.  “I  ain’t  got  time  for  this  shit. 
Call  me  when  you’re  done  being  stupid.” 


“I’m  dying,  Michael,”  Donald’s  voice  remained 

calm. 

Michael  stopped.  His  head  dropped  slowly.  He 
took  out  his  pack  of  cigarettes,  opened  it  and  took  one 
out.  Upon  lighting  up,  he  turned  around  and  looked 
at  his  father.  “Why  do  you  say  that?”  Michael  asked 
arrogantly. 

“I  was  diagnosed  with  stage  four  pancreatic  cancer 
six  months  ago.  I  refused  treatment  except  for  the  won¬ 
derful  pain  medication  they  prescribed  me.  The  doctor 
said  yesterday  at  the  appointment  that  my  days  are  lim¬ 
ited  and  I  should  start  making  final  arrangements.  This 
is  why  I  asked  you  to  come  over  today.  Do  you  still  have 
things  you  need  to  do?”  Donald  answered  Michael’s  ar¬ 
rogance  with  his  own. 

“You  were  diagnosed  with  cancer  six  months  ago 
and  you  wait  until  now  to  tell  me?  What  the  hell,  dad? 
Why  the  hell  did  wait  until  now  to  tell  me?”  Michael 
was  upset  but  more  confused  than  anything. 

Michael  never  felt  love  from  his  father.  Donald 
was  an  office  manager  in  Chicago  and  never  really  made 
time  for  his  son.  Michael  tried  to  play  sports  when  he 
was  younger  but  lost  interest  when  he  would  look  in 
the  bleachers  for  his  father  and  only  see  an  empty  seat 
next  to  his  mother.  Donald  claimed  that  he  was  work¬ 
ing  overtime  to  support  the  family  but  Michael  never 
accepted  these  reasons.  The  relationship  between  Don¬ 
ald  and  Michael  started  showing  cracks  when  Michael 
was  in  the  7th  grade.  His  grades  were  failing  and  was 
constantly  getting  into  trouble.  Donald  went  to  the 
meetings  at  the  schools  and  listened  to  the  teachers  and 
administration  complain  about  the  behavior  of  Michael 
and  how  something  needed  to  change.  It  never  did. 
That  relationship  between  Michael  and  Donald  became 
a  hatred  between  the  two.  Donald  never  loved  Michael 
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as  Michael  had  hoped  and  Michael  never  behaved  like  a 
son  that  Donald  wanted  or  desired. 

Donald  reached  down  and  picked  up  Biff  and  put 
the  Pug  in  his  lap.  Looking  at  his  dog,  not  a  Michael, 
Donald  answered.  “I  wanted  my  last  days  to  be  peace¬ 
ful,  Michael.  I  did  not  need  my  last  few  months  left  on 
this  earth  to  be  filled  with  arguments  and  people  stand¬ 
ing  by  just  waiting  for  me  to  die.  Waiting  to  get  a  hold 
of  anything  I  leave  behind.  Not  while  I  was  still  alive.” 

“You  really  think  that  I  would  just  stand  around 
and  wait  for  you  die?  Really?  Who  the  hell  do  you  think 
you  are?  Just  because  you  don’t  love  me  doesn’t  mean 
I  don’t  love  you,”  Michael’s  voice  level  increased  as  he 
spoke. 

“I  never  said  I  didn’t  love  you,  Michael.”  Donald 
answered  quickly. 

“You  never  said  you  did,  dad!  Never!  Why  didn’t 
you  love  me  like  a  son?  Why  did  you  never  make  time 
for  me  when  I  was  growing  up?  You  were  never  there 
for  me!  EVER!”  Michael  took  a  step  off  the  porch  and 
lit  up  a  cigarette,  taking  in  a  big,  long  drag  before  exhal¬ 
ing. 

Donald  had  hoped  that  this  would  have  gone 
another  way  but  there  was  no  turning  back  now.  Mi¬ 
chael  deserved  the  answers  that  Donald  possessed  and 
Donald  knew  that  he  had  no  choice  but  to  tell  Michael 
that  truth.  Donald  had  no  idea  on  how  Michael  would 
respond  but  Donald  felt  he  had  no  choice.  Either  that  or 
he  didn’t  care.  He  could  not  decide. 

Donald  put  Biff  back  down  and  stood  up  from  his 
chair  for  the  first  time.  Stepping  off  the  porch,  Donald 
walked  over  to  one  of  the  oak  trees  and  ran  his  hand 
down  the  rough  bark.  “Michael,  do  you  know  why  your 
mother  and  I  never  had  any  other  children?”  Donald 
reached  down  on  the  ground  and  picked  up  an  orange 


leaf  that  had  fallen  from  the  tree. 

“Mom  said  you  tried  but  she  lost  it  so  you  guys 
decided  not  to  have  any  more  kids.  It  was  just  too  pain¬ 
ful,”  Michael  replied  cautiously. 

Donald,  refusing  to  look  Michael  in  the  eye,  re¬ 
plied.  “That  is  the  story  we  wanted  everyone  to  believe. 
Our  reputation  as  a  family  trumped  the  truth.  Our  fam¬ 
ily  was  well  known  in  the  community.  Her  father  was 
the  prominent  lawyer,  mother  the  caring  school  teacher. 
My  father  was  the  plant  manager  at  the  steel  mill,  mom 
the  nurse.  We  had  a  family  reputation  to  uphold  and  it 
would  be  unacceptable  for  anything  negative  to  happen 
to  our  family.” 

“No  shit,  dad.  I  think  I  know  the  history  of  the 
family.  Where  are  you  going  with  all  of  this?”  Michael 
walked  up  to  Donald,  trying  to  look  him  in  the  eye. 

“Let’s  go  sit  on  the  porch,”  Donald  tried  to  usher 
Michael  toward  the  porch. 

“Hell  no!”  Michael  pulled  away.  “No  porch 
bullshit!  I  want  to  know  what  the  hell  you  are  talking 
about!  Now!” 

Donald  walked  up  to  the  porch,  leaving  Michael  to 
stand  in  the  yard  by  himself.  Donald  made  his  way  back 
to  his  chair,  sat  down  and  looked  at  Michael.  “Every¬ 
thing  is  being  left  to  you.  Regardless  of  what  happens 
with  us  today,  you  can  be  at  peace  knowing  you  will 
receive  everything  after  I  am  dead.  You  can  do  with  it 
what  you  want.  I  don’t  care.” 

Michael  was  upset.  “And?  What,  in  God’s  name,  is 
your  damn  point?” 

Donald  stood  up.  “You,  Michael!  You  are  my 
damn  point!” 

Michael  took  two  steps  back,  as  he  was  afraid  of 
what  was  about  to  be  said. 

Donald  continued.  “Do  you  really  think  that 
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your  mother  and  I  stopped  having  children  because  of 
a  miscarriage?  Really?  One  simple  miscarriage  would 
prevent  us  from  EVER  having  another  child?”  Donald’s 
eyes  began  to  fill  with  moisture. 

Michael  was  quick  to  answer.  “That’s  what  you  and 
mom  told  me!  What  else  was  I  supposed  to  believe?” 

“You  did  what  was  easiest!”  Donald  calmed  him¬ 
self.  “You  always  did  what  is  easiest.  You  never  put  any 
work  into  anything.  You  always  looked  for  the  easy  way 
out.”  Donald  was  tired  and  sat  down.  He  refused  any 
treatment  for  his  cancer  but  he  did  receive  high  levels  of 
pain  medication  to  help  him  cope.  With  the  medication 
beginning  to  wear  off,  Donald  knew  his  time  to  talk  to 
his  son  was  running  out  before  he  would  have  to  retreat 
back  to  the  house.  He  wanted  to  remain  strong.  He  had 
to  remain  strong. 

Michael  shouted  back,  “Because  you  never  showed 
me  any  other  way!  You  were  never  my  dad!  You  were 
just  a  person  I  saw  occasionally!  Go  fucking  die!”  Mi¬ 
chael  turned  to  walk  toward  his  truck. 

“Wait!  You  must  wait!”  Donald  pulled  together 
all  the  strength  he  had  and  stood  up.  “The  day  you  were 
born,  you  were  a  beautiful  seven  pound,  1 1  ounce  baby 
boy.  Perfect  health.  I  held  you  and  the  doctor  told  me 
you  are  a  perfect  baby  boy.”  Donald  paused.  “Absolutely 
perfect.”  Donald  looked  down  and  then  up  at  the  tower¬ 
ing  oak  tree  in  the  front  yard. 

“What  the  hell  is  your  point?”  Michael  had  both 
of  his  arms  and  hands  out  wide  waiting  for  the  answer. 

Donald  looked  at  Michael.  Tears  were  begin¬ 
ning  to  run  down  his  cheeks.  His  bottom  lip  began  to 
quiver.  Donald  took  a  deep  breath.  Paused.  Exhaled. 
“I  respected  your  mother  and  her  family.  I  respected 
her  and  her  family  so  much  that  I  followed  her  family’s 
wishes  of  no  sex  until  our  marriage  night.  Your  mother 


and  I  married  on  November  15, 1975.  Your  mother  and 
I  consummated  our  marriage  that  night.  November  15, 
1975  was  the  very  first  time  your  mother  and  I  made 
love.”  Donald  stood  at  the  doorway,  waiting  for  Michael 
to  absorb  what  had  just  been  spoken. 

Michael  stood  there.  His  eyes  were  wide  open  and 
gaining  moisture  with  each  giving  moment.  His  mouth 
slightly  wide  open  in  shock.  In  a  quiet,  almost  childlike 
voice,  Michael  replied.  “But,  um,  I  was,  um,  born  on 
May  10th  of ‘76.  Mom  would  have  only  been...”  Mi¬ 
chael  counted  on  his  fingers.  “Six  months  pregnant.” 

Composing  himself,  Donald  turned  toward  Mi¬ 
chael.  “Correct,  Michael.  But  you  were  a  healthy  seven 
pounds  11  ounces.”  Donald  opened  the  door  to  the 
house,  Biff  ran  in  first.  Donald  paused  and  looked  at  the 
tree  once  more,  admired  the  falling  leaves  and  looked  at 
Michael.  “I  could  not  love  what  was  not  mine.” 

Michael  stood  among  the  falling  leaves.  Tears 
filled  his  eyes  and  it  took  all  he  had  not  to  break  down. 
He  tried  to  fight  the  emotions.  “It  wasn’t  my  fault!  I  did 
NOTHING  to  deserve  this!  NOTHING!” 

“Nor  did  I  Michael.  Nor  did  I.”  Donald  began  to 
walk  into  the  house. 

“You  are  a  leaf  in  autumn,  Donald.  You’re  my  leaf 
in  autumn.  You’re  dead  to  me.  Go  fucking  die.”  Mi¬ 
chael  turned  and  walked  toward  his  truck. 

Donald  closed  the  door  without  another  word 
spoken. 
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Casey  Jillson 

The  First  Day 

Temptation:  a  desire  to  do  something,  especially 
something  wrong  or  unwise.  The  Webster’s  dictionary 
definition  of  this  word  described  the  twelve  past  years 
of  my  life.  I  am  Desmond  Stalen;  drug  addict,  father, 
former  minister,  and  as  my  ex-wife  prefers,  “a  piece  of 
shit”.  Mary  used  to  be  the  light  at  the  end  of  the  dark 
tunnel,  but  the  tunnel  collapsed  nine  years  ago  when  she 
left  me,  broke  down  and  lifeless  in  a  dark  alley.  My  life 
changes  today,  I  am  getting  help,  drugs  are  NOT  who  I 
am;  they  will  no  longer  fuel  my  life  with  fear  and  dis¬ 
grace.  Today  is  the  last  day  of  Desperate  Desmond,  I  will 
be  a  new  man,  if  I  can  get  through  my  first  day. 

My  gloomy  story  started  around  12  years  ago. 
My  wife  and  I  only  29  years  young.  We  lived  our  whole 
lives  being  best  friends,  neighbors,  then  we  decided  one 
day,  we  were  one;  separated  at  birth,  soul  mates.  I  still 
remember  that  morning,  which  I  consider  the  last  day 
of  being  the  real  me.  M  had  on  my  favorite  pink  sweater, 
which  made  her  chocolate  brown  hair  glisten  in  the  sun. 
I  can  still  see  her  motherly  glow,  her  bright  pink  cheeks, 
and  I  even  recollected  her  lavender  perfume.  That  smell 
made  my  whole  world  turn.  She  and  I  were  driving  home 
from  a  long  weekend,  which  was  dreadfully  needed  since 
her  pregnancy  with  twins  had  been  nothing  short  of  hell 
and  being  a  lawyer  meant,  clients  first,  and  family  last. 
I  was  also  very  involved  with  my  work  at  the  church, 
my  whole  young  adult  life,  which  led  to  me  being  the 
head  minister  at  Holy  Name  Church  at  the  young  age  of 
25.  Though  my  love  for  Him  was  ever-lasting,  I  had  the 
same  feelings  for  my  Mary.  Her  smile  always  as  bright 
as  the  summers  day.  This  weekend  meant  everything 


to  us,  the  last  romantic  trip  before  we  became,  ready  or 
not,  parents  to  two  innocent  lives.  The  names  already 
to  be  put  on  the  birth  certificate,  Anthony  John  Stalen, 
after  my  father,  and  Rose  Mary  Stalen,  well  just  because 
her  mother  loved  the  name.  I  had  already  purchased  a 
football  for  him,  and  Rose  had  the  prettiest  dresses  in 
her  room  waiting  at  home. 

What  happened  next  is  still  blurry  to  me.  I  was 
merging  onto  Highway  87,  just  ten  minutes  away  from 
our  home  in  Creede,  Colorado.  Suddenly  there  are  the 
sounds  of  horns,  horrifying  screeches,  and  my  body  felt 
contorted  as  it  never  had  before.  I  open  my  eyes;  my 
head  pounding  out  of  my  skull,  the  taste  of  copper  fills 
my  mouth,  then  I  see  Hell  right  before  me.  My  beautiful 
wife,  lay  unconscious  in  our  Jeep.  Blood  pouring  from 
her  head,  my  future  children!  What  of  them!  What  the 
fuck  do  I  do  now?  My  whole  world  is  leaking  onto  the 
hot  pavement,  our  car  is  flipped,  I  unbuckle  my  seat- 
belt,  and  I  fall.  A  man  running  to  my  car,  “Sir!  Are  you 
okay?!” 

“Yes!  Just  please  help  my  wife!”  Next,  dozens 
of  patrons  are  surrounding  us,  pulling  me  out  of  my 
destroyed  vehicle.  I  see  our  luggage  scattered  all  over 
the  87,  the  driver  who  hit  us,  with  no  injuries  leaning 
against  the  rails,  crying,  shouting,  “I  am  sorry,  please, 
please  forgive  me!” 

Forgive  him. . .  for  what?  The  EMT  was  extract¬ 
ing  Mary  from  the  vehicle,  and  grabbing  me  all  over. 
“Sir,  please  let  us  look  at  you.”  I  pull  away,  I  just  want 
to  see  my  wife!  After  losing  my  temper  they  let  me  into 
the  ambulance,  my  love  hooked  up  to  many  I  Vs,  and  we 
sped  to  the  hospital.  What  had  just  happened? 

Today  was  my  first  day;  I  think  of  the  car  ac¬ 
cident  again,  the  day  I  lost  my  unborn  child  Rose.  The 
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Lord  works  in  mysterious  ways  taking  my  daughter,  after 
I  devoted  my  life  to  Him!  My  wife  and  son  spent  many 
weeks  in  the  hospital.  I  grabbed  his  picture  and  I  look 
at  him,  thick  brown  hair  from  his  mother,  my  tall  body, 
and  those  eyes;  all  his  own.  Anthony’s  12th  birthday  was 
just  days  away.  I  wish  I  could  see  him,  but  he  will  be 
spending  the  day  with  his  dad,  the  words  screech  across 
my  brain,  Jared.  Mary  keeps  my  son  from  me  after  the 
pills  took  over.  I  barely  know  my  own  son,  and  when  I 
talk  to  him  on  holidays. . .  he  calls  me  Desmond. 

Today  was  my  first  day.  After  the  car  accident 
I  was  in  pain  almost  constantly.  Pills  were  very  easy  to 
obtain  with  back  injuries.  I  was  seeing  three  doctors 
from  2002  until  2004,  and  I  was  getting  over  one  hun¬ 
dred  Vicodin  a  month.  Suddenly,  I  was  not  getting  high 
anymore.  I  sought  for  something  that  could  fill  the  hole. 
On  the  streets,  they,  and  recommended  brown  girl.  To  a 
non-user,  heroin.  It  took  one  needle,  and  one  to  feel  that 
way  I  liked.  I  used  to  think  that  heroin  was  actually  the 
answer.  It  was  cheap  and  accessible. 

On  that  day,  Mary  had  an  emergency  C- section, 
August  17, 2002,  to  attempt  to  save  all  three  of  their  pre¬ 
cious  lives.  I  was  left  waiting  for  hours  in  waiting  room 
207,  the  white  ceiling  and  floors  still  haunt  my  dreams, 
my  white  Keds  covered  in  dirt  and  blood  as  I  paced 
waiting  for  news  of  my  family.  It  was  6:48  PM  when  Dr. 
Michael  Gonzalez  entered  the  room,  his  face  showing 
no  expression.  He  looked  away  from  me. 

“Mr.  Stalen,  please  sit,”  he  then  grabbed  my  arm 
to  pull  me  down. 

I  pull  away,  “Where  is  my  family?  Please,  I  need 
to  know  what  is  going  on!”  He  said  after  many  surgeries, 
Mary  was  alright,  she  had  been  induced  and  stabilized, 
she  was  awaiting  me  in  her  room. 

I  look  at  him  with  tears,  “And  what  of  the  kids?” 


He  told  me  that  Baby  A,  the  boy  suffered  nothing 
from  the  accident  besides  a  few  bumps  and  bruises,  and 
no  long-term  injuries  will  be  sustained.  With  pain  in  his 
eyes,  his  looking  directly  into  mine,  he  said  baby  B  had 
passed  just  minutes  ago.  I  was  a  in  a  blur,  crying  uncon¬ 
trollably,  and  the  doctor  tried  to  calm  me  down,  saying 
there  was  little  oxygen  getting  to  her  brain,  and  when 
she  had  been  brought  into  surgery  to  prevent  brain 
damage,  there  was  complications.  He  left  me  in  waiting 
room  207,  with  my  thoughts. 

Today  was  my  first  day.  I  had  obtained  a  pre¬ 
scription  from  my  doctor  to  help  with  the  opiate  abuse. 
My  body  already  screamed  for  something,  anything  to 
get  me  to  feel  alive,  to  feel  like  I  can  control  my  body 
again.  That  was  a  joke  because  it  was  the  drugs  that 
controlled  my  movements,  thoughts,  and  feelings.  I 
am  at  my  friend,  Sari’s,  home.  He  is  my  sole  friend  on 
this  Earth.  Sari  had  also  been  an  addict,  but  was  clean 
four  years  now  and  was  prepared  to  help  me  all  the  way 
through  this  pain,  but  hopefully  he  has  what  it  takes  to 
make  it  through  my  first  day.  Sari  was  a  gentle  man  of 
the  age  32.  He  had  wide  brown  curious  eyes,  long  brown 
curly  hair  all  the  way  down  his  back,  with  the  beard  to 
match.  His  home  small,  but  welcoming.  He  walks  in  the 
door  with  a  brown  paper  bag  bursting  with  bread,  water, 
and  some  towels.  He  looks  at  me,  “I  hope  you  are  ready.” 
It  is  11:05  A.M.,  August  12,  2014,  and  I  am  ready  for 
change,  I  do  not  answer  Sari,  but  the  glance  I  give  him 
is  all  he  needs. 

It  had  been  thirteen  hours  since  I  put  a  needle 
in  my  arm,  and  the  darkness  was  already  stirring  in 
my  body.  It  scratches  at  your  brain,  it’s  in  your  mouth, 
stomach,  and  heart.  Sari  put  me  in  his  guest  room.  He 
insisted  that  I  complete  puzzles,  and  write  about  my  ex¬ 
periences  while  I  was  in  limbo  between  awake  and  pain. 
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He  said  writing  would  help  me  and  others  during 
their  time  of  need.  I  couldn’t  take  my  medication,  Sub- 
oxone,  for  another  eleven  hours.  I  had  to  wait  for  the 
heroin  to  subside  in  my  body  for  the  drug  to  counter 
act.  This  drug  would  only  lessen  my  symptoms,  and  I 
would  still  have  to  fight. 

I  lay  in  the  bed,  hour  fifteen,  I  am  freezing  but 
have  never  sweated  this  much  in  my  life.  I  am  nauseous, 
vomiting,  my  body  feels  like  a  twig  about  to  snap.  I  have 
not  gone  this  long  without  a  fix  since  Mary  left  me.  I 
think  of  Mary  to  try  to  ease  the  pain,  I  saw  her  a  couple 
weeks  ago.  She  found  me  a  job  I  can  start  only  when  I 
pass  a  drug  test,  at  a  meat  packing  company.  She  even 
had  offered  me  her  guest  home  last  week,  she  was  an 
angel.  I  would  even  have  to  thank  Jared,  her  husband, 
he  had  an  old  2004  Ford  Focus  that  was  going  to  be 
Anthony’s  car.  He  is  willing  to  let  me  use  and  buy  it 
when  I  have  the  funds.  I  thought  of  Mary  as  young  and 
beautiful  still,  but  if  I  really  thought  about  her,  gray  hairs 
poked  out  of  her  frizzy  head,  and  wrinkles  framed  her 
smile.  Her  image  scoured  my  mind,  beauty  imprinting 
her  image  on  my  heart  forever. 

The  memories  stopped  flowing.  I  ran  to  the 
toilet  and  got  sick  again.  I  crawl  back  to  the  bed,  and  try 
to  scribble  down  my  experience: 

After  17  hours  the  pain  only  has  gotten  worse. 
I  am  craving  anything  and  everything.  My  mind  is  fool¬ 
ing  me,  and  Sari  has  to  work  in  one  hour.  I  could  leave! 
I  know  Sari  kept  money  in  the  house,  and  he  has  jewelry 
in  his  safe  box.  I  could  be  set  for  a  week.  The  hardest  is 
about  to  come. 

Did  I  really  think  about  stealing  from  Sari?  I 
throw  the  journal!  I  realize  what  I  just  thought  about, 
and  I  could  never  steal  from  him!  Even  though  I  have 
stolen  from  many  before  in  my  darkest  times.  My  mind, 


body,  and  soul,  a  puppet;  the  drugs  are  the  puppet  mas¬ 
ter.  I  had  seven  hours  left  of  my  first  day,  and  I  decide  to 
try  and  sleep.  As  I  lay  down  Sari  enters  the  room  with 
a  case  of  water,  a  sandwich,  crackers,  and  Zzz  Quil.  “I 
will  be  back  in  the  morning,  and  we  will  get  breakfast,” 
he  says,  “but  until  then,  I  am  sorry,  but  I  am  locking 
this  door  from  the  outside,  please  do  not  try  to  get  out, 
you  will  only  hurt  yourself.”  He  shuts  the  door,  and  I 
hear  three  locks  latch,  and  the  front  door  shut.  I  leave 
the  sandwich,  but  take  the  water  and  drink  a  much  as 
I  can.  I  grab  the  sleep  aide,  ignore  the  doses,  and  gulp 
half  the  bottle.  I  fall  into  the  bed,  all  of  my  symptoms 
remain.  My  stomachs  twists  and  turn,  but  I  manage  to 
fall  asleep. 

I  wake  up.  It  has  been  twenty-five  hours  since 
I  sunk  below  the  needle,  and  I  hear  Sari  in  the  kitchen. 

“I  am  awake!”  He  unlocks  the  door,  and  enters 
with  my  medication.  I  put  it  beneath  my  tongue,  and 
it  overwhelms  my  mouth.  It  tastes  of  kitchen  cleaner,  I 
cringe  but  I  know  it  will  help.  “How  do  you  feel?”  Sari 
asks  as  he  puts  on  his  shoes.  I  tell  him  of  the  night,  and 
he  looks  at  the  journal.  He  grabs  me,  not  viciously,  but 
he  hugs  me  and  it  felt  like  he’d  never  let  go.  We  grab  our 
things  and  leave  for  The  Diner.  I  walk  outside  and  close 
the  door.  Though  I  feel  like  Hell  is  right  beneath  me,  I 
am  proud.  My  first  day  was  over,  and  I  am  off  to  begin 
my  new  life.  I  know  that  every  day  I  will  still  have  to 
resist  the  thirst,  but  none  worse  than  the  first! 
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Rosalee  Pilch 

Mirrors  Do  Not  Lie 

“Does  it  really  get  better?  Or  do  I  just  get  used  to 
the  pain?”  Rebecca  whispered  to  herself  with  a  trem¬ 
bling  voice,  holding  back  the  tears,  a  technique  she  has 
grown  accustomed  to  do. 

She  gazed  at  her  body  in  her  bedroom  mirror, 
examining  her  exposed  bruises  ranging  from  her  col¬ 
larbone  to  the  bottom  of  her  legs  and  everywhere  in- 
between.  Drew  refrained  from  beating  her  face,  so  that 
Rebecca  could  camouflage  the  abuse,  pretending  the 
scars  were  nonexistent.  He  was  merely  saving  her  the 
embarrassment,  as  so  she  thought.  All  girls  get  abused 
by  their  boyfriends.  Drew  was  nice  enough  to  beat  her 
in  places  that  could  be  covered  with  everyday  attire.  As 
she  stared  at  her  measly  body,  Rebecca  mind  began  to 
fill  with  disgust. 

How  did  I  allow  myself  to  get  like  this?  Look  at  me. 
I’m  his  possession. 

Rebecca  used  to  be  the  girl  every  girl  desired  to  be, 
with  her  luscious  beach  waved  blonde  locks  and  glisten¬ 
ing  ocean  blue  eyes.  Her  body  was  toned  in  all  the  right 
places  and  her  legs  were  those  of  a  supermodel.  She  was 
the  captain  of  Rendell  Highs  varsity  soccer  team  and 
had  more  friends  than  she  could  count.  Rebeccas  grades 
were  never  short  of  perfection,  refusing  to  receive  any¬ 
thing  less  than  an  A.  Her  parents,  being  psychologists, 
gave  Rebecca  and  her  two  older  brothers  a  privileged 
lifestyle.  Unlike  most  teens  her  age,  Rebecca  didn’t  have 
to  get  a  job  or  worry  about  paying  her  parents  for  car 
insurance  or  a  phone  bill;  although  Rebecca  was  the 
epitome  of  every  parents  dream  child,  she  was  slowly 
deteriorating  inside. 


Rebecca  yearned  for  a  new  sense  of  excitement  in 
her  life.  She  was  tired  of  living  the  life  that  her  parents 
expected  her  to  live.  She  wanted  to  feel  infatuation  out¬ 
side  of  her  family,  but  didn’t  want  to  waste  her  time  ex¬ 
ploring  the  mundane  boys  of  Rendell  High.  She  desired 
for  adventure  outside  of  what  people  expected  her  to  be. 

On  May  29th  Rebecca  chose  to  make  a  Tinder  ac¬ 
count,  to  meet  a  boy  that  would  show  her  a  new  world  of 
experiences.  The  first  boy  she  came  across  was  Drew.  He 
was  twenty-three,  five  years  older  than  Rebecca.  Along 
with  his  age,  Rebecca  found  the  most  attractive  aspects 
of  Drew  were  the  tattoos  and  piercings  that  wrapped  his 
body  so  beautifully.  His  eyes  were  a  mixture  of  green 
and  brown  and  his  hair  was  as  black  as  night,  a  hinting 
of  mystery  that  Rebecca  drooled  over.  He  was  perfectly 
imperfect.  Immediately  after  viewing  each  other’s  pro¬ 
files,  Rebecca  and  Drew  arranged  to  meet  in  person.  He 
invited  her  to  his  friend  Bobby’s  apartment  for  a  party. 
This  launched  Rebecca’s  summer  of  “new  excitement.” 

Rebecca’s  parents  were  oblivious  to  her  and  Drew’s 
relationship.  Since  they  were  professionals,  they  were 
more  concerned  about  their  careers  than  their  children’s 
personal  life.  Rebecca  was  accepting  of  not  having 
a  close  relationship  with  her  mother  or  her  father,  so 
she  kept  quiet  about  Drew.  Her  parents  did  not  ques¬ 
tion  Rebecca’s  absence  at  home.  They  assumed  she  was 
with  the  soccer  girls  or  spending  extra  hours  studying 
at  school.  Without  her  parents  questioning  her  every 
move,  Rebecca  freely  spent  more  and  more  time  with 
Drew,  taking  their  relationship  to  new  levels. 

Drew  didn’t  immediately  begin  abusing  Rebecca 
physically  and  mentally.  He  was  smart  enough  to  brain¬ 
wash  her  into  thinking  he  truly  loved  her  before  he 
began  victimizing  her.  The  beginning  of  their  relation¬ 
ship  was  everything  Rebecca  dreamed  of.  Drew  was  a 
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gentleman  and  took  her  on  elaborate  dates  to  the  city. 
He  told  her  how  gorgeous  she  was  and  talked  about 
their  future  together.  Rebecca  fell  quickly  in  love  with 
Drew,  an  unhealthy  obsession  that  took  control  of  her 
mind  and  soul. 

“I  just  want  us  forever,  Becca.  You  are  my  world 
and  I  cant  picture  myself  without  you  by  my  side.  It’s 
you  and  I  against  the  world,”  Drew  said. 

“I  love  you,”  said  Rebecca.  Her  eyes  were  mesmer¬ 
ized  by  his,  making  her  feel  a  sense  of  comfort  that  she 
was  longing  for. 

On  June  21st,  Rebecca  woke  up  next  to  Drew  and 
decided  to  make  him  breakfast.  She  wanted  to  reassure 
Drew  that  she  could  be  a  good  wife  one  day.  She  tip¬ 
toed  out  of  bed,  spruced  herself  up  and  pranced  to  the 
kitchen.  While  in  the  kitchen,  she  paid  attention  to  every 
detail,  making  sure  his  favorite  orange  juice  was  poured 
and  his  bacon  was  crisp.  Drew  woke  up  to  the  aroma 
of  freshly  cooked  breakfast.  He  saw  Rebecca  dancing 
and  singing  to  “My  Girl”  in  the  kitchen  and  wrapped  his 
muscular  tattooed  arms  around  her.  The  smell  of  him 
made  Rebecca  weak  at  the  knees. 

“I  made  you  breakfast  love,”  Rebecca  whispered. 

Drew  kissed  her  cheek,  which  sent  shivers  down 
Rebeccas  spine.  He  sat  down  at  the  kitchen  table,  anx¬ 
iously  waiting  to  be  served.  When  Rebecca  presented 
her  masterpiece  to  Drew,  her  face  was  full  of  enlighten¬ 
ment,  anticipating  Drew  s  appreciation  of  her  cooking. 
She  expected  his  face  to  brighten;  however,  Drews  face 
turned  sour  and  for  the  first  time,  Rebecca  saw  a  side  of 
Drew  she  had  not  seen  before. 

“What  the  fuck  is  this?  You  expect  me  to  eat  this 
shit,”  Drew  flipped  the  table  over  and  slammed  his  plate 
into  the  sink.  The  plate  shattered  and  droplets  of  grease 
burned  Rebeccas  arm.  Rebeccas  lip  quivered  and  her 


eyes  widened  with  confusion. 

“I’m  so  sorry,  I  thought  you  liked  eggs  and  bacon,” 
she  said. 

“No.  I  like  scrambled  eggs,  not  sunny- side  up  eggs 
dumb  bitch.” 

Rebecca  could  not  begin  to  comprehend  what  just 
happened.  Drew  had  never  talked  in  such  a  degrading 
way  to  her  before.  She  had  never  seen  such  hatred  in  his 
eyes.  It  was  if  the  green  in  his  eyes  turned  into  a  fiery 
red,  possessed  by  a  demon.  Instantaneously,  she  began 
blaming  herself  for  Drews  verbal  attack. 

Maybe  I  should  pay  more  attention  to  what  Drew 

likes. 

As  the  long  summer  days  went  by,  Drews  abu¬ 
sive  actions  progressed.  He  refused  to  let  Rebecca  go 
out  without  him,  not  even  to  spend  one-on-one  time 
with  her  best  friend  Christina,  who  she  had  not  seen  in 
months. 

“The  only  person  you  need  in  your  life  is  me  baby,” 
Drew  said  to  Rebecca,  while  running  his  fingers  through 
her  hair. 

Rebecca  looked  up  at  him  and  gave  a  quick  smile, 
then  looked  away  staring  at  the  wall,  wondering  what 
was  happening  to  her.  She  was  slowly  beginning  to 
become  lifeless.  The  sparkle  in  her  eyes  vanished.  They 
were  no  longer  the  color  of  deep  ocean  blue,  but  murky 
grey  to  match  her  soul,  the  soul  that  now  was  Drew  s  pos¬ 
session.  She  continued  to  reassure  to  herself  that  Drew 
was  the  one.  When  they  had  good  times,  they  were  the 
best  times  of  her  life.  In  her  eyes,  the  good  times  spent 
with  Drew  outweighed  the  number  of  times  he  hit  her 
for  talking  back  to  him,  or  screamed  in  her  face,  or  said 
she  would  never  amount  to  anything.  Rebecca  believed 
Drew  and  knew  he  was  protecting  her  because  he  did 
truly  love  her. 
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Christina,  Rebeccas  long  lost  best  friend  invited 
her  to  her  birthday  party  on  July  30th.  Rebecca  so  badly 
wanted  to  go,  but  didn’t  know  how  to  tell  Drew.  Every¬ 
thing  needed  to  be  permitted  by  Drew,  or  else  Rebecca 
could  really  get  a  beating. 

“Hey  babe...”  her  voice  stammered  as  her  stomach 
twisted  in  a  million  knots,  “Christina  is  having  a  birth¬ 
day  party  tonight  and  I  really  want  to  go.  I  haven’t  seen 
her  in  so  long.  Can  I  please  go,”  Christina  said.  Her  heart 
was  pounding  so  hard  she  could  feel  it  echoing  in  her 
head. 

“Who’s  going  to  be  there?” 

“Just  girls,  Drew.  Girls  from  the  soccer  team  that  I 
haven’t  seen  in  months.” 

"I  don’t  care.  I  might  show  up  there  later,  so  if  I 
find  out  that  there  are  guys  there,  you  know  what  will 
happen  to  you.” 

Rebecca  knew  there  were  going  to  be  guys  there, 
but  she  didn’t  want  to  tell  Drew  that.  The  possibility 
of  guys  being  at  the  party  didn’t  influence  her  wanting 
to  go.  All  she  wanted  was  to  just  be  in  the  presence  of 
Christina  and  the  soccer  girls,  to  bring  an  aspect  of  her 
old  life  back  to  her. 

“Oh  my  god!  I  missed  you  so  much  Becca,”  Chris¬ 
tina  opened  her  arms  and  flung  herself  onto  Rebecca 
squeezing  her  until  she  couldn’t  breathe. 

"I  know.  It’s  been  too  long,”  Rebecca’s  face  light¬ 
ened  and  her  eyes  began  to  water.  These  tears  were  no 
longer  tears  of  sadness,  but  tears  of  joy. 

Rebecca  didn’t  know  that  Christina’s  party  was  a 
pool  party.  Christina  gave  Rebecca  a  suit  to  wear.  Rebec¬ 
ca  was  alone  in  Christina’s  room,  debating  on  whether 
she  should  change  into  a  bikini  or  not. 

“Everyone  will  see  my  bruises.  The  truth  will  come 
out,”  Rebecca  whispered  to  herself. 


Rebecca  was  in  the  middle  of  changing  when 
Christina  barged  through  the  door. 

“Oh  sorry,  Becca  I  didn’t  know.....”  Christina  ex¬ 
amined  Rebecca’s  beaten  body.  Bruises  upon  bruises  en¬ 
veloped  her  body;  bruises  that  were  so  deep  in  color,  it 
made  Christina’s  body  pained  looking  at  them.  Rebecca 
exploded  with  tears,  falling  helplessly  into  Christina’s 
arms. 

“Becca,  this  isn’t  healthy.  You  need  to  get  away 
from  him.” 

"I  know.  I  need  your  help.  I  can’t  do  this  alone,” 
Rebecca  felt  comforted  be  Christina,  a  feeling  that  was 
foreign  to  her  for  so  long. 

Rebecca  and  Christina  returned  to  the  party  with 
smiles  on  their  faces,  as  if  nothing  happened.  Rebecca, 
with  a  t-shirt  and  jeans  on,  dipped  her  legs  into  the  pool, 
and  watched  her  friends  play  chicken  and  Marco  Polo. 
Her  worries  of  Drew  drifted  away,  as  the  laughter  of  her 
friends  brought  her  happiness. 

“Hey  Rebecca,  is  this  seat  taken?”  Rebecca  quickly 
looked  up;  it  was  Marc,  captain  of  the  boys’  soccer  team. 
Rebecca  let  out  a  sigh  of  relief,  realizing  that  Marc  wasn’t 
Drew. 

“No,  no  it’s  not,”  replied  Rebecca.  “How  have  you 
been?” 

“Pretty  good,  I  think  the  real  question  is  how  have 
you  been?  I  haven’t  seen  you  in  so  long.” 

“I’ve  just  been  really...  Rebecca’s  eyes  looked  up, 
as  if  she  were  asking  the  heavens  above  for  a  plausible 
excuse,  “..Busy.” 

Rebecca  and  Marc  continued  their  small  talk  and 
she  began  to  feel  independent.  She  was  living  without 
Drew,  and  it  felt  so  rejuvenating.  In  the  middle  of  their 
conversation  Marc  got  up  to  get  them  drinks.  Rebecca 
could  not  stop  smiling. 
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“What  the  fuck  do  you  think  you’re  doing  talking 
to  my  girl?” 

Rebecca  turned  around  and  saw  Drew  on  top  of 
Marc,  ready  to  pound  his  face  into  the  concrete.  She  ran 
over  to  them,  embarrassed  to  call  Drew  her  boyfriend. 

“Get  off  of  him,  Drew!” 

“Oh  so  is  this  your  new  little  boyfriend?  Huh?  You 
dirty  whore,”  Drew  punched  Rebecca  square  in  the  face, 
something  he  had  never  done  before.  Rebecca  fell  im¬ 
mediately  to  the  ground  and  lost  consciousness. 

She  woke  up  hours  later  in  a  hospital  bed,  Chris¬ 
tina  waiting  patiently  by  her  side. 

“Where . where  am  I?”  Rebecca  mumbled. 

“You’re  at  Saint  Anne’s  Hospital,  Becca.  Drew 
punched  you  and  we  called  the  police.  He’s  going  to  jail. 
He  won’t  be  able  to  hurt  you  anymore.” 

Those  words  repeated  in  Rebecca’s  mind.  He  won’t 
be  able  to  hurt  you  anymore.  Rebecca  closed  her  eyes 
and  tears  began  to  stream  down  her  cheeks.  The  tears 
that  were  once  full  of  pain  were  now  composed  of  pure 
serenity.  Her  grin  turned  into  an  episode  of  hysteri¬ 
cal  laughing.  Christina  wrapped  her  comforting  arms 
around  her  newly  found  best  friend. 

Rebecca  got  up  from  her  hospital  bed  to  go  to  the 
bathroom.  She  took  a  glance  at  herself  in  the  mirror, 
but  the  glance  turned  into  a  stare.  For  the  first  time,  she 
truly  saw  herself.  Her  eye  was  black  and  her  nose  was 
broken,  but  she  realized  this  was  the  most  beautiful  she 
has  looked  in  months.  The  bruises  would  heal,  her  smile 
would  remain,  and  every  day,  Rebecca  would  grow 
stronger.  The  mirror  does  not  lie. 
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Miranda  Peterson 

Joyride 

The  airbag  deflates  and  folds  perfectly  into  the 
leather  steering  wheel.  Dr.  Pepper  trickles  back  into  a 
cup.  The  lid  pops  on,  and  it  swivels  into  the  cup  holder. 
Your  friend  relaxes  her  grasp  on  your  wrist.  She  sways 
to  the  right,  returning  her  arm  to  hold  her  phone  in  her 
lap.  The  seatbelt  releases  against  your  left  side.  Your  neck 
snaps  back  into  place.  Lightly  your  head  gravitates  to  the 


headrest.  Slowly  everything  seems  familiar  again.  Tiny 
flecks  of  glass  that  resemble  a  kaleidoscope  warp  back 
together  to  form  the  windshield.  The  white  noise  you 
hear  ringing  crackles  its  way  into  a  Geico  commercial. 
Your  grip  on  the  steering  wheel  loosens,  and  you  hear 
your  friends  scream  mellow  down  to  a  laugh.  Straight 
ahead  the  other  car  retracts.  The  flames  simmer  down 
so  you  can  see  his  eyes.  His  bloodshot  eyes.  They  move 
farther  and  farther  out  of  your  line  of  sight.  The  front 
ends  decompress,  as  the  hold  of  laced  fingertips  would 
release. 
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Daniel  Kelly 

Stirring 

The  woman  stood  over  the  stove,  stirring  the  pot 
of  soup.  Her  bathrobe  was  clutched  tightly  to  her  chest, 
covering  her  pale,  nude  form.  She  squinted  at  the  pot, 
almost  willing  it  to  heat  faster.  She  held  her  hand  over 
the  pot,  testing  the  temperature.  “Heat  faster.”  she  grum¬ 
bled.  She  turned  on  her  heels  and  took  a  step  forward 
when  he  walked  into  the  kitchen. 

“Hey,  Honey.”  He  smiled.  The  tall  man  fin¬ 
ished  buttoning  his  dress  shirt  as  he  got  closer. 

“Dinner  almost  ready?”  He  stopped  in  front  of  her, 
placing  a  light  kiss  on  her  forehead. 

She  blushed.  “N-not  yet.  It  needs  more  time.”  The 
man  had  started  stirring  the  pot  on  the  stove.  He  walked 
past  her  and  went  over  to  a  cabinet,  pulling  out  a  salt 
shaker. 

Is  this  okay?  What  Fm  doing?  She  walked  back  to 
the  pot  on  the  stove. 

“What  kind  of  soup  is  it?”  he  asked,  looking  at  the 
ingredients  on  the  spoon. 

“Beef.”  She  paused.  “And  vegetable.”  She  stared 
into  the  pot,  like  she  was  trying  to  remember  herself. 
The  man  eyed  the  spoonful  of  meat  and  vegetation  be¬ 
fore  bringing  it  to  his  lips  and  sipping  the  broth. 

“I  think  its  fine.” 

She  glanced  over  at  the  clock.  “It’s  getting  late.” 

He  looked  at  the  clock.  “So  it  is.”  He  kissed  her 
forehead  once  more.  “I’ll  see  you  tomorrow  dear.”  He 
grabbed  a  trench  coat  off  the  rack  and  walked  out  into 
the  whistling  winter. 

Twenty  minutes  passed,  and  the  woman  returned 
to  her  soup,  now  finished.  She  heard  a  car  pull  up  and 


shut  down.  A  short,  portly  man  walked  into  the  house. 

“I’m  home!” 

She  turned  from  the  table,  two  bowls  of  steaming 
soup  on  either  side. 

She  had  on  a  pale  blue  dress.  Her  face  was  freshly 
painted,  bright  red  lips  included.  A  small  smile  came 
across  her  face.  “Hello  darling,  how  was  work?” 
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Lisa  Peck 


Cowles  Bog 

A  snake  slithers  at  our  feet. 

Who  knows  the  adventures  we  are  about  to  meet. 
Tall  and  dark  the  trees  lead  the  way 
Along  the  path  we  would  follow  that  day 
A  bog,  a  marsh,  a  muddy  morass 
As  far  as  we  can  see  there  is  no  green  grass 
Whats  this  shadow  we  see  lying  ahead? 

We  think  it’s  a  mountain  but  we  are  in  the  Midwest. 
As  the  shadowy  mountain  grows  close  enough  to  see 
The  dirt  turns  to  sand  under  our  feet. 

It  stands  as  tah  as  a  mountain  could  stand 
Before  us  stood  an  incredible  expanse  of  sand 
We  take  off  our  socks  and  carry  our  shoes 
And  make  our  way  up  the  massive  dune 
When  we  reach  the  top  no  one  knows  what  to  say 
The  sight  before  us  takes  our  breath  away. 

The  sky  is  clear  and  the  wind  doesn’t  blow. 

Off  in  the  distance  we  can  see  Chicago. 

Like  brilliant  blue  glass  leading  the  way 
Before  us  lies  the  greatest  of  lakes. 
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Joshua  Yokovich 

Route  12 

Half  a  bottle  of  jack  and  the  windows  down 
Sunset  behind  me,  jeep  motor  roaring 
Lit  cigarette  and  rock  and  roll  on  the  radio 
The  road,  like  an  old  shoe 

Twenty-seven  years  on  me 
Twenty- seven  years  young 
Girlfriend  s  hair  showing  me  the  wind 
Suns  rays  bounce  off  my  gold  grin 

Got  no  job,  got  no  money 
But  I  am  living 

Living  the  only  way  I  know  how 
Seagulls  sing  over  me 

Pushing  it  to  fifth  gear,  no  rush  to  get  home 

No  rush  to  get  anywhere 

Simply  a  fallen  leaf  on  the  river  of  life 

Letting  it  take  me  wherever  the  stream  flows 

Wherever  the  stream  knows 

My  final  destination. 
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Cheralyn  Van  Baren 

A  Diary  Toward  A  Boring  Life 

Dear  Diary, 

September  3,  2002 

So  I  got  stuck  on  the  top  of  the  tennis  court  fence 
today.  I  think  it  must’ve  been  my  belt  loop  considering  I 
didn’t  notice  any  holes  in  my  shirt  afterwards,  and  trust 
me,  I  was  the  kind  of  stuck  that  would’ve  made  a  hole  if 
I  had  been  hanging  there  by  my  shirt.  We’ve  been  steal¬ 
ing  tennis  balls  from  the  Illiana  Christian  High  School 
tennis  courts  for  ages  now  and  my  tiny  ten  year  old  feet 
had  no  problem  slipping  into  the  little  triangle  holes 
making  it  easy  to  climb  up  and  over  that  mountain  of 
metal.  We  always  made  it  over  there  around  5  o’clock. 
At  that  point  in  time  normally  the  high  school  teachers 
and  students  were  gone  and  finished  practicing  the  mil¬ 
lions  of  sports  they  seemed  to  play,  making  it  the  ideal 
time  to  hit  the  courts.  Unfortunately  we  didn’t  account 
for  the  janitor  today,  who  just  so  happened  to  live  right 
next  to  the  tennis  courts.  Luckily  as  Chels  and  I  were 
throwing  the  balls  over  the  fence  to  my  brother  Mike, 
whose  thirteen  year  old  size  twelve  feet  cannot  fit  into 
the  triangle  slots  by  the  way,  he  noticed  the  janitor,  Mr. 
Zandstra,  pull  back  that  awful  green  plaid  kitchen  cur¬ 
tain  and  catch  us  in  the  act. 

“We’ve  been  spotted!”  Mike  screamed,  and  Chels 
and  I  dived  at  the  fence  and  started  climbing  as  if  we 
were  going  to  be  sniped  down  if  we  hadn’t  made  our  way 
up  fast  enough. 

My  belt  loop  got  caught  just  as  Mr.  Zandstra  hob¬ 
bled  out  of  is  back  door.  I’m  pretty  sure  he  yelled  some 


typical  old  guy  response  about  how  we  were  irrespon¬ 
sible,  crazy  kids,  but  I  was  too  busy  squealing  to  Mike 
and  Chels  as  I  hung  at  the  top  of  the  fence  with  flailing 
feet.  Chels  took  to  the  fence  once  again.  I  had  so  much 
weight  hanging  from  that  single  belt  loop  that  when 
unhooked  I  fell  straight  down  onto  the  cement  running 
track  below.  My  adrenaline  was  pumping  and  the  fall 
simply  hurt  my  hands.  I  looked  up  briefly  to  inquire  Mr. 
Zandstra’s  E.T.A.  He  seemed  to  be  moving  a  bit  faster 
after  seeing  me  fall.  He  probably  thought  it  was  his  best 
time  to  attack,  but  he  was  still  a  good  distance  from  us. 
Mike  grabbed  our  backpack  full  of  tennis  balls  and  we 
all  ran  the  track  like  awkward  Olympic  runners.  I  swear 
he’s  seen  us  a  million  times,  but  only  ever  actually  snuck 
up  on  us  in  time  to  make  us  return  our  tennis  balls  once. 
I  can’t  believe  we  made  it  out  of  there  without  getting 
caught.  It  was  awesome.  We  evaded  Mr.  Zandstra  like 
ninjas,  and  just  in  the  nick  of  time  too. 

We  made  our  way  back  home  after  our  crazy  tennis 
ball  fiasco  and  played  some  baseball.  Mike  and  Chels 
always  see  how  many  “home  runs”  they  can  hit  over  the 
neighbor’s  fence  and  then  they  write  down  their  stats. 
My  stats  always  suck.  It’s  really  unfair  expecting  me  to 
play  as  well  as  a  couple  of  thirteen  year  olds.  Plus  we’re 
going  to  get  in  trouble  for  hitting  all  those  balls  over  the 
neighbor’s  fence  eventually.  Those  hillbilly  gangsters, 
and  trust  me  hillbilly  gangsters  describes  them  per¬ 
fectly,  seem  a  bit  more  intense  then  old  Mr.  Zandstra, 
but  I  guess  we’ll  cross  that  bridge  when  we  come  to  it. 
Well,  goodnight  diary.  I’m  actually  tired  for  once  after 
such  a  wild  night. 
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Dear  Diary, 

August  16,  2008 

So  I  got  my  first  kiss  today  and  a  boyfriend  to  go 
with  it!  I  swear  it  was  like  a  dream.  Everything  Id  ever 
expected  it  to  be.  My  mom  told  me  not  to  have  high  ex¬ 
pectations  for  it  because  its  usually  awkward  and  lack¬ 
ing  passion,  but  it  was  honestly  perfect.  Kurt  took  me 
to  Centennial  Park.  He’s  really  everything  I  could  ask 
for  in  a  boyfriend.  Kind  of  country,  dark  brown  hair, 
brown  eyes,  heart  melting  dimples  wrapped  around  an 
ivory  smile;  I  swear  he  could  take  my  breath  away  and 
I  wouldn’t  even  fight  to  get  it  back.  We’ve  been  casually 
dating  for  about  a  month  now  and  no  lie  I  enjoy  triple 
dating  with  his  friends  Josh  and  Paul,  they’re  fun,  but  I 
was  honestly  beginning  to  wonder  when  we  were  actu¬ 
ally  going  to  spend  some  time  together  just  the  two  of 
I  us. 

We  got  to  the  park  around  nine.  It  was  dark  and 
the  lights  from  the  fountains  made  the  lake  water  look 
like  it  was  dancing.  We  held  hands  and  walked  along 
the  wooden  dock.  Asking  each  other  generic  questions 
about  how  our  days  were  while  our  feet  clicked  on  the 
wooden  boards  below.  Everything  was  surrounded  by 
weeds  and  shrubbery,  which  might  sound  unromantic 
and  unprofessional  looking,  but  honestly  it  helped  make 
the  spot  feel  serene  and  secluded.  We  talked  for  a  while 
before  he  planted  one  on  me.  He  didn’t  just  go  for  it  out 
of  nowhere  or  anything.  He  was  no  vulture  when  it  came 
to  swooping  in  and  making  a  move.  He  had  plenty  to  say 
about  my  dad  interrogating  him.  Gosh,  was  that  embar¬ 
rassing.  I  suppose  I  had  always  assumed  he  wouldn’t 
be  nice  to  the  guys  I  dated,  but  I  kind  of  hoped  for  a 
miracle.  Anyway,  everything  got  quiet  suddenly.  He 
looked  into  my  eyes  as  if  he  had  to  tell  me  a  secret  as  our 


faces  got  closer  and  closer.  His  lips  puckered  and  our 
noses  touched.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  I  followed  suit. 
He  gently  swept  his  fingers  against  the  nape  of  my  neck 
and  pulled  me  into  him.  It  was  magical,  like  a  fairy  tale 
or  one  of  those  sappy  romantic  comedies. 

We  continued  kissing  for  a  bit.  Little  pecks  back 
and  forth  at  first,  and  then  he  shoved  his  tongue  into 
my  mouth.  Maybe  that  was  the  awkward  part  my  mom 
was  talking  about,  or  maybe  he’s  just  a  terrible  kisser,  or 
maybe  I  am?  I  know  making  out  involves  tongue  but 
I  thought  you  were  supposed  to  like  casually  slip  your 
tongue  in.  Not  plunge  it  into  their  throat  like  an  anchor 
into  the  ocean.  And  speaking  of  oceans,  is  it  supposed 
to  be  that  wet?  It’s  as  if  we  were  literally  drowning  in  a 
sea  of  saliva.  I  came  up  for  air  a  few  times  just  to  have 
him  pull  me  back  under.  Maybe  I  just  need  to  practice 
more.  Practice  makes  perfect  after  all.  Either  way  it  was 
a  wonderfully  perfect  night  with  the  perfect  guy.  Even 
the  making  out  was  perfect  in  its  own  way  I  guess,  per¬ 
fectly  awkward  maybe,  but  still  perfect  none  the  less. 

Dear  Diary, 

November  16,  2011 

I  don’t  know  how  my  friends  always  get  me  to 
drink  hard  alcohol.  Especially  Svedka.  You  know  how  I 
clean  with  70%  isopropyl  alcohol  at  the  pharmacy  every 
night?  Yeah.  I’m  entirely  convinced  that  Svedka  is  70% 
isopropyl  alcohol  bottled  up  and  served  as  a  beverage. 
Disgusting.  My  tongue  is  watering  and  taste  buds  shriv¬ 
eling  at  the  thought  of  that  bitter  taste  as  we  speak. 

When  Laurie,  Josh,  Paul  and  I  asked  my  brother 
to  get  us  some  vodka  I  was  entirely  unaware  that  it  was 
going  to  taste  that  awful.  Thank  the  Lord  mountain  dew 
is  a  good  chaser  for  anything  or  else  I  would  not  have 
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been  able  to  get  those  first  couple  of  shots  down.  Some¬ 
how  the  next  twenty  went  down  pretty  smoothly  after 
the  first  few.  Luckily  Josh  agreed  to  be  the  designated 
driver  that  night,  because  Laurie,  Paul  and  I  were  in 
no  condition  to  be  driving  to  the  movies,  and  we  were 
especially  incapable  of  driving  home.  Truth  be  told  I 
don’t  even  remember  deciding  on  going  to  the  movies 
last  night.  One  minute  were  all  laughing  and  drinking 
in  my  car  in  the  parking  lot  behind  my  house  and  the 
next  we  are  in  line  to  see  Skyfall,  the  new  James  Bond 
movie.  I  swear  we  got  to  our  seats  and  sat  down  for  two 
minutes  before  Laurie  got  up  and  left.  I  made  it  up  to 
the  part  of  the  movie  where  James  Bond  jumps  off  of  a 
moving  train  before  running  to  the  bathroom.  I  guess 
I’ll  never  know  whether  or  not  James  Bond  survived  the 
fall  or  not.  After  what  had  to  be  at  least  an  hour  I  woke 
up  with  my  head  on  the  toilet  seat  and  went  outside.  I 
don’t  know  what  my  drunken  mind  was  thinking  when 
I  thought  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  go  outside.  “Oh 
yeah  Cheralyn,  go  outside,  it’s  cold  out  there,  you  need 
some  fresh  air !”..... pretty  sure  that  was  my  brains  logic. 
By  some  miracle  Paul  and  Josh  were  out  there.  They 
probably  thought  we  died  of  alcohol  poisoning  and  left 
the  movie  early.  They  carried  me  to  my  car  and  I  curled 
up  in  fetal  position  until  they  threw  Laurie  beside  me. 
Some  lady  had  overheard  the  theatre  owner  call  the  cops 
and  got  Laurie  out  of  the  bathroom  just  in  time.  I  guess 
she  told  Laurie  she  reeked  of  alcohol  and  that  the  cops 
were  called  and  that  we  had  to  leave.  Laurie  simply  re¬ 
sponded,  “What?  No  I  don’t!”  As  if  her  tripping  over 
her  own  two  feet  wasn’t  enough  to  give  away  her  inebri¬ 
ated  state.  We  pulled  out  just  as  the  cops  were  pulling 
in.  Bless  that  sweet  lady. 

The  ride  home  was  a  long  one.  Paul  and  Josh  kept 
saying  “Well  Cher’s  passed  out,”  on  the  drive  home  but 


in  reality  my  voice  box  just  wasn’t  working.  Laurie  had 
her  head  resting  against  the  back  of  Josh’s  the  whole  ride 
thinking  it  was  the  head  rest.  Little  did  she  know,  or 
remember,  that  she  had  removed  that  headrest  from 
the  seat  on  the  way  there  so  that  she  could  see  the  boys 
better.  It  was  definitely  a  night  to  remember,  or  not  to 
remember  if  I’m  being  completely  serious,  either  way 
there  is  one  thing  I’m  sure  of,  I’m  never  drinking  again. 

Dear  Diary, 

April  23,  2014 

He  told  me  he  loved  me  today,  and  this  time  he 
meant  it.  It  wasn’t  at  all  like  the  first  time  he  said  it.  I’m 
pretty  sure  he  felt  obligated  to  say  it  last  time  consider¬ 
ing  he  completely  screwed  me  over  and  broke  my  heart 
and  then  decided  to  beg  me  for  a  second  chance  a  few 
months  later  when  I  started  seeing  other  guys.  This  time 
was  different.  He  hesitated,  which  I’m  assuming  means 
he  was  afraid  that  I  wasn’t  going  to  say  it  back  like  the 
first  time.  We  were  laying  in  my  bed,  Cutthroat  Kitchen 
was  on  but  we  weren’t  watching  it.  I  was  wrapped  in 
his  arms.  I  felt  his  breath  on  my  face  and  every  time  I 
opened  my  eyes  he  was  just  watching  me.  I  never  re¬ 
ally  understood  why  parents  enjoyed  watching  their 
children  sleep  until  that  moment.  His  eyes  had  a  look 
in  them  that  I  hadn’t  seen  before.  They  looked  almost 
sad  but  still  somehow  happy,  innocent,  vulnerable,  and 
altogether  unique. 

“Hey,”  he  whispered. 

“Hmm,”  I  replied  with  my  eyes  still  closed. 

“I  love  you.” 

“I  love  you  too.”  His  body  tightened  around  me. 
I  could  feel  his  relief  as  his  kissed  me. 

It’s  a  wonderful  feeling,  this  ‘love’  everyone  strives 
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for,  and  his  time  I  could  say  it,  because  this  time  I  meant 
it  too.  My  first  love,  one  of  my  brothers  friends  none  the 
less,  and  who  would  have  possibly  thought  it  would  be 
shy  old  Calvin. 

Dear  Diary, 

November  23,  2014 

I  feel  like  I’m  going  through  a  mid-life  crisis 
and  I’m  only  twenty  two.  I  was  always  one  of  those  kids 
that  kept  a  diary  growing  up.  Don’t  get  me  wrong,  I  was 
never  religious  about  it.  In  fact  I’d  often  go  six  months 
to  a  year  without  submitting  an  entry  into  the  memoir 
of  my  life,  but  I  continuously  went  back  to  it  here  and 
there  thinking  that  someday  I  would  enjoy  rereading 
all  my  many  interesting  memories.  These  memories 
are  wonderful  and  all  but  that’s  all  they  are,  memories. 
What  happened  to  the  exciting  life  I  used  to  live  where 
everything  was  magical  and  new  and  exciting. 

I  don’t  know  what  happened  that  made  me  sud¬ 
denly  start  thinking  like  this.  I  don’t  know  if  it’s  because 
the  last  three  weekends  I’ve  sat  at  home  watching  Netflix 
with  my  two  best  friends  or  because  the  reality  that  life 
is  short  finally  set  in  when  I  saw  only  my  Grandma’s 
signature  on  my  birthday  card  last  week  when  last  year 
both  my  Grandparents  were  alive  to  sign  it.  Or  maybe 
it’s  because  my  one  year  anniversary  with  my  boyfriend 
is  coming  up  and  I  can’t  even  begin  to  fathom  that  I’ve 
been  dating  someone  for  that  long  and  that  it  could  pos¬ 
sibly  result  in  something  like  marriage  and  a  family  and 
eventually  a  one  way  trip  to  the  Land  of  Milk  and  Honey. 

Twenty  two  isn’t  even  old  but  somehow  I  feel 
like  I’m  running  out  of  “news”  and  “firsts,”  and  what  is 
there  to  look  forward  to  after  those  are  gone?  How  has 
my  life  gotten  so  bland  in  the  last  year?  I  can’t  even  re¬ 


member  the  last  time  I  was  out  until  three  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  partying  with  friends  or  rushing  to  finish  some  last 
minute  homework  that  I  hadn’t  had  time  to  fit  into  my 
busy  schedule  or  even  sleep  in  until  noon  just  for  the 
enjoyment  of  it.  I’m  sick  of  being  a  pharmacy  techni¬ 
cian.  I’m  sick  of  the  responsibilities  that  come  with 
being  an  adult.  I’m  sick  of  this  constant  boredom  they 
call  “adulthood”  that  seems  to  follow  me  like  the  plague. 
School,  slinging  pills  to  pay  the  bills  and  Netflix,  what  an 
exciting  life  I  live  don’t  I  diary? 

What  it  all  comes  down  to  is  that  I’m  afraid  to 
grow  up  diary.  In  fact  I  think  I’m  even  too  old  to  be 
writing  in  a  dairy  anymore.  Or  perhaps  if  I  called  it  a 
journal  it  would  be  considered  more  socially  accept¬ 
able.  Anyway,  I  think  I’m  done  writing.  If  it  tickles  my 
fancy  maybe  I’ll  throw  in  an  entry  or  two  if  something 
exciting  ever  happens  to  me  again,  but  don’t  count  on  it. 
Hopefully  someday  I  can  actually  look  back  at  my  diary 
and  enjoy  reading  the  memories  instead  of  enviously 
scoffing  at  the  carefree  girl  who  once  wrote  them. 

§ 
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Michelle  Ratliff 

The  Yaris 

The  Yaris  had  been  sitting  in  the  driveway  for  three 
days  now.  I  was  lucky  enough  to  walk  away  with  some 
bruising  on  my  stomach  and  seatbelt  rash  on  my  collar 
bone.  However,  the  Yaris  was  half  the  size  that  it  used  to 
be,  both  front  tires  were  popped  and  the  front  end  was 
shoved  into  the  two  front  seats.  Even  if  I  had  wanted  to 
spend  the  money  to  fix  it,  I  couldn’t.  It  was  totaled. 

I  had  to  pass  it  whenever  someone  picked  me  up 
to  go  somewhere;  I  had  to  stare  at  it  every  time  I  went 
outside  for  a  cigarette.  It  was  a  constant  reminder  of 
how  unfair  the  world  was  sometimes,  and  a  constant  re¬ 
minder  of  how  lucky  I  was  to  still  be  breathing  and  alive. 

My  dad  had  called  me  early  that  morning.  It  was  as 
if  he  had  forgotten  that  I  had  been  celebrating  graduat¬ 
ing  high  school  the  night  before.  I  almost  wanted  to  hit 
ignore,  it  only  being  9,  but  he  would  only  be  calling  if  it 
were  important. 

"Hello?” 

"Good,  you’re  up!  Get  dressed,  and  your  mom  and 
I  will  be  home  in  about  fifteen  minutes.” 

“Dad,  you  actually  woke  me  up.  I  was  out  late. 
Can’t  this  wait?  I  really  would  just  like  to  go  back  to  bed.” 

“No.  I  promise  that  you’ll  be  really  excited  and 
that  what  we’re  on  our  way  home  with  is  worth  you  not 
sleeping  in  today.” 

My  dad  pulled  into  the  driveway  first.  Mom  wasn’t 
in  the  passenger’s  seat,  and  before  I  could  ask  where  she 
was,  she  pulled  in  behind  him.  My  jaw  dropped. 

“It’s  a  Toyota  Yaris.  I  know  that  it’s  not  exactly  what 
you  were  looking  for,  but  it  is  brand  new.  It’s  a  2007, 


and  before  we  drove  it  off  the  lot  in  only  had  ten  miles 
on  it.  It  doesn’t  have  automatic  windows  or  locks,  but  it 
has  a  CD  player  and  air  conditioning,”  said  my  dad,  who 
just  couldn’t  hold  back  the  excitement  of  giving  me  this 
amazing  gift. 

It  was  blue,  Cubbie  blue  to  be  exact,  with  black 
interior.  It  only  had  two  doors  with  a  hatchback,  but 
I  didn’t  want  to  be  the  one  forced  to  drive  around  ev¬ 
eryone  else  anyway.  It  was  so  tiny  that  it  reminded  me, 
and  everyone  else,  of  a  go  cart.  It  was  perfect  for  me.  I 
absolutely  loved  it. 

My  mom  held  out  her  hand  to  give  me  the  keys, 
“Happy  graduation,  sweetie.  We’re  both  so  proud  of  you 
and  figured  you  could  use  your  own  car  to  get  back  and 
forth  to  college.” 

“Thank  you!  I  love  you  both  so  much!  This  means 
more  to  me  than  you  will  ever  know.”  For  that  moment, 
I  was  the  happiest  girl  on  the  planet. 

"Michelle,  I  do  not  care  who  you  are  with  or  what 
you  are  doing,  you  told  me  you  would  help  me  baby  sit 
your  nephews  tonight  and  you’re  not  here.” 

My  mom  hadn’t  been  this  angry  with  me  in  a 
while,  not  since  I  told  her  that  I  wasn’t  ready  for  col¬ 
lege  and  wanted  to  take  some  time  off  to  do  some  deep 
thinking  about  where  and  what  exactly  I  wanted  out  of 
my  life.  I  wasn’t  normally  one  to  break  promises,  but  I 
felt  as  if  I  was  on  a  rebellious  streak.  I  was  never  one 
to  act  out  in  high  school,  never  partied  or  snuck  out  of 
the  house,  and  sometimes  I  feel  like  that  was  half  of  my 
problem.  If  I  would  have  taken  the  time  to  enjoy  some 
of  my  teenage  life,  maybe  I  wouldn’t  have  went  through 
this  phase  that  sent  me  twirling  in  a  downward  spiral. 

“Mom,  I  know.  I  am  sorry,  I  lost  track  of  time.” 

“Michelle,  it’s  dark  outside.  There  is  a  difference  in 
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being  an  hour  late  and  being  4  hours  late.  Where  are 
you,  again?  Can  you  be  here  in  an  hour?  I  have  to  go  get 
your  brother  from  work  and  it  would  be  much  easier  if  I 
didn’t  have  to  pack  up  Derrick  and  Drew.  Also,  that  car 
is  still  on  curfew  and  don’t  argue  with  me  about  it.  I  pay 
the  bill,  I  can  take  it  away.  I  don’t  care  how  old  you  are.” 

“Mom,  I  know.  And  I’ll  be  there  in  a  half  hour.” 

When  I  decided  to  take  the  time  off  from  school, 
and  decided  to  get  into  some  trouble  with  some  friends 
my  parents  didn’t  particularly  care  for,  I  was  in  breach  of 
contract.  Part  of  the  deal  with  the  Yaris  was  that  I  needed 
to  go  to  college,  and  take  over  the  payments  after  a  year. 
I  did  neither.  In  return  for  me  not  keeping  up  my  end  of 
the  bargain,  I  lost  car  privileges  after  10  p.m.  My  friends 
would  have  to  follow  me  home  so  that  I  could  drop  off 
my  car,  and  then  drive  me  around  for  the  rest  of  the 
night.  It  was  horribly  embarrassing,  but  served  its  pur¬ 
pose.  On  the  nights  when  no  one  wanted  to  follow  me 
home,  their  plan  kept  me  in.  Their  plan  definitely  kept 
me  out  of  some  trouble,  kept  me  safe  when  my  friends 
we’re  drinking  and  driving,  or  sometimes  even  worse. 
Taking  the  Yaris  re- taught  the  responsibility  I  had  lost. 

“Michelle,  want  to  go  for  a  drive?  I  need  to  get  out 
of  my  house.  I  need  someone  to  talk  to.” 

I  was  always  the  first  person  Mary  called  when  she 
was  having  a  major  freak  out.  She  had  a  sister  that  she 
was  really  close  to,  but  when  it  came  to  certain  things, 
she  just  preferred  talking  to  me.  We  had  been  best 
friends  for  years,  and  sometimes,  I  was  just  the  only  one 
who  could  talk  her  out  of  the  mass  hysteria  that  she  had 
going  on  inside  her  head. 

I  knew  she  would  want  a  cigarette,  though  she  had 
previously  quit,  and  I  had  one  ready  for  her  as  she  sat 
down. 


“Here,  figured  you’d  want  this,”  I  said  as  I  handed 
her  the  cigarette  and  the  lighter. 

“Thanks,  sometimes  you  know  me  better  than  I 
do.” 

I  put  the  car  into  reverse,  pulled  out  of  the  drive¬ 
way,  and  the  next  thing  I  knew  it  was  midnight  and  we 
had  been  driving  for  hours.  Sometimes,  when  you  en¬ 
tered  the  Yaris,  it  was  like  you  were  entering  a  therapy 
session  and  I  was  the  therapist  on  duty.  I’d  intend  on 
driving  a  couple  blocks,  but  the  cigarettes  would  keep 
getting  lit,  and  we’d  be  talking  for  hours  about  our  views 
on  a  situation.  We’d  weigh  out  the  pros  and  cons,  and 
finally  we  would  come  to  a  conclusion  that  may  or  may 
not  work.  Sometimes,  we’d  find  no  conclusion  at  all  and 
end  up  just  laughing  hysterically  about  how  much  time 
we  had  put  into  the  conversation  without  finding  one. 
Either  way,  it  was  much  needed  conversation  and  Mary 
always  felt  better  afterward. 

“Michelle,  I  think  Chad  is  cheating  on  me.  He 
won’t  tell  me  he  loves  me,  he  won’t  hang  out  with  me; 
he’s  always  at  the  bar.  Michelle,  I  think  he’s  really  cheat¬ 
ing  on  me.” 

“When  he  was  over  last,  did  you  check  his  phone? 
Don’t  you  still  have  his  Facebook  password?” 

“Yes  and  yes,  but  I  didn’t  find  anything.” 

“I  think  you’re  over  thinking.  Chad  spends  a  lot  of 
time  with  you,  and  he’s  not  one  to  display  his  feelings, 
almost  ever.  He  probably  just  needs  guy  time.” 

Mary  took  a  long  drag  off  yet  another  cigarette  and 
looked  out  the  window.  I  knew  she  was  trying  to  take 
in  everything  that  I  had  just  said,  and  I  knew  she  was 
rethinking  every  word  in  those  two  sentences.  She  let 
out  a  long  sigh,  and  I  knew  she  just  needed  reassurance. 

“Mary,  Chad  shows  you  in  so  many  other  ways 
that  he  loves  you.  He  doesn’t  have  to  say  it  all  the  time. 
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He  just  needs  space.  He  doesn’t  see  his  friends  like  you 
see  me;  I  think  I  see  Chad  more  than  his  friends  see  him. 
He’s  working,  in  school,  and  has  you.  He  just  needs  his 
space.” 

“Thank  you  Michelle.  I  definitely  needed  this  car 

ride.” 

“You’re  welcome.” 

“Shit.” 

The  red  and  blue  lights  went  off  behind  me.  I  knew 
I  was  speeding,  I  just  hadn’t  seen  the  officer  on  the  side 
road.  I  pulled  off  to  the  side  and  watched  him  in  my 
rearview  mirror  as  he  walked  up  to  my  car. 

“Do  you  know  how  fast  you  were  going?” 

Though  I  rarely  got  pulled  over,  every  time  I  did  it 
was  in  Munster. 

“I’m  not  really  sure,  but  I’m  sure  if  you  pulled  me 
over  I  wasn’t  doing  the  speed  limit.” 

“Yeah,  you  were  going  45  in  a  35.  Where  you 
headed  to?” 

“Hammond.  I’m  taking  my  friend  home,  and  then 
going  home  myself.” 

“Ok,  license  and  registration.” 

I  handed  him  everything  he  asked  for,  plus  my 
insurance  card.  He  walked  back  slowly  to  his  car,  and  I 
rolled  up  my  window.  It  had  to  be  only  10  degrees  out¬ 
side.  As  soon  as  the  window  was  up,  Sara  began  to  freak 
out. 

“Michelle,  you’re  going  to  get  a  ticket  this  time,” 
Sara  said  in  a  slight  panic.  “You  don’t  think  he’ll  want  to 
search  your  car,  do  you?  I  may,  or  may  not,  have  weed 
on  me.” 

“Damnit  Sara.  Quit  freaking  out  or  he’ll  think  he 
has  reason  to  search  my  car.  He’ll  let  us  go,  I  was  hon¬ 
est  with  him.  I  might  get  a  ticket,  but  he  has  no  reason 


to  search  my  car  unless  you  don’t  stop  freaking  out  and 
looking  guilty.  Don’t  give  him  a  reason  to.” 

I  rolled  my  window  down  when  he  came  back  to 
the  car,  a  little  panicked  myself.  All  I  kept  thinking  about 
was  how  I  was  going  to  kill  Sara  if  he  asked  for  us  to  step 
out,  though  in  all  reality  I  was  just  another  girl  caught 
speeding.  There  was  no  reason  to  search  my  car,  or  for 
me  to  even  get  into  trouble,  but  I  still  felt  so  nervous. 

“You  know,  the  roads  have  black  ice  on  them  to¬ 
night  and  you  really  should  slow  down.  I’m  going  to  give 
you  a  warning  this  time,  but  please,  don’t  let  it  happen 
again.  Drive  safely.” 

“Thank  you,  sir.” 

Another  warning;  the  Yaris  always  prevailed.  It 
was  like  officer  repellent.  I  always  got  off  with  warnings. 
I  always  gave  the  credit  to  the  look  of  my  car,  and  the  in¬ 
nocence  it  portrayed  with  its  girly  color  and  small  build, 
but  looking  back,  it  may  have  just  been  my  honesty. 
However,  on  another  note,  always  ask  Sara  what  she  has 
on  her  before  allowing  her  into  the  car. 

It  was  late.  I  was  on  my  way  home  to  a  place  that  I 
was  renting  with  my  friend  Kelly.  I  remember  it  all  as  if 
it  was  yesterday,  and  sometimes  when  I  am  in  that  state 
right  before  falling  into  a  deep  sleep,  I  can  feel  my  body 
lunging  forward. 

I  left  the  bar;  I  hadn’t  had  a  beer  in  two  hours,  and 
was  meeting  my  then  boyfriend  back  at  my  house.  I 
took  my  normal  route  home  from  Langel’s:  down  Ridge 
Rd  to  White  Oak,  White  Oak  to  Oriole,  Oriole  to  Aza¬ 
lea,  and  a  left  into  my  driveway  six  house  down.  I  wasn’t 
speeding,  was  stopping  at  all  of  the  stops  signs,  but  no 
matter  how  correctly  I  was  driving  that  night,  there  was 
no  stopping  fate. 

I  turned  onto  Oriole.  I  was  driving  the  speed  limit 
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since  on  any  other  night  of  the  week,  there  would  have 
been  a  cop  tucked  away  in  the  park  that  sat  on  that 
street.  There  was  a  car  coming  down  the  opposite  way, 
and  from  how  quickly  the  headlights  were  growing  in 
size,  you  could  tell  that  the  car  was  speeding.  The  closer 
the  car  got,  the  more  I  realized  that  this  driver  wasn’t 
paying  attention.  The  car  was  swerving,  and  before  I 
knew  it,  the  car  was  on  my  side  of  the  road  completely. 
I  honked  repeatedly,  but  it  just  kept  coming.  I  saw  no 
other  way  around  it,  so  I  jerked  my  car  to  the  right  and 
into  a  tree. 

Both  air  bags  deployed,  the  seatbelt  locked  me 
into  place,  and  I  had  braced  myself  using  the  steering 
wheel  once  I  realized  that  there  was  no  way  around  hit¬ 
ting  that  tree.  Somehow,  the  CD  player  was  still  playing 
Luke  Bryan.  My  cell  phone  and  wallet,  which  were  both 
sitting  on  the  dash  at  the  time  of  impact,  had  found 
themselves  on  the  floor  of  the  backseat.  I  was  already 
so  sore  that  I  don’t  know  how  I  had  reached  my  cell  in 
order  to  dial  9-1-1. 

“9-1-1,  what  is  your  emergency?”  The  dispatcher’s 
voice  was  so  calm.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  was  not. 

“I  just  got  ran  off  the  road!  I  went  into  a  tree.” 

“Can  you  tell  me  where  you  are?  Are  you  hurt?” 

“I  am  on  Oriole  in  Munster.  I  am  ok.” 

“Can  you  see  the  other  car?” 

He  didn’t  stop!  He’s  gone!” 

"Please  stay  on  the  line  until  an  officer  gets  there. 
We  are  sending  someone  right  away.” 

I  opted  not  to  go  to  the  hospital.  I  was  sore  and 
felt  the  seatbelt  rash  on  my  collar  bone,  but  nothing  was 
broken.  As  close  as  my  front  end  had  been  pushed  into 
my  front  seats,  I  wasn’t  pinned  in  and  my  legs  weren’t 
broken.  I  was  fine,  just  tired.  All  I  wanted  was  my  bed, 
not  one  in  a  hospital. 


After  three  weeks,  the  insurance  finally  felt  that 
they  had  investigated  enough  into  my  claim.  They  came 
to  tow  away  the  Yaris  from  my  driveway  and  hand  me 
the  check  for  $2,500.  I  cried.  The  Cubbie  blue  car  with 
two  doors,  black  interior  and  no  automatic  locks  or 
windows  had  come  to  be  a  piece  of  me.  That  car  had 
been  through  over  100,000  miles  of  driving,  thousands 
of  therapy  sessions,  two  boyfriends,  two  breakups,  quit¬ 
ting  college,  going  back  to  college,  a  few  cigarette  burns, 
and  many,  many  tears. 

“Michelle,  you’ll  get  another  car  that  you’ll  love 
just  as  much,”  my  dad  had  been  trying  to  console  me 
about  losing  my  car  for  good  all  day.  As  soon  as  the 
insurance  company  called  to  confirm  towing  I  was  put 
into  a  slump. 

“I  know  dad,  but  I  am  going  to  miss  this  car.  The 
Yaris  was  such  a  big  part  of  my  life.” 

“I  know,  it  was  you  first  car.  You’re  not  the  only 
one  to  ever  cry  over  the  loss  of  their  first  car.  Think  of 
it  this  way,  your  car  gave  its  life  for  yours.”  He  laughed, 
“It’s  kind  of  funny  when  you  put  it  that  way,  like  it’s  a 
living  thing.” 

We  laughed  together.  “Yeah  dad,  I  guess  it  is. 
Thanks.” 

“You’re  welcome.  Now  that  you  know  that  extra 
money  is  coming,  did  you  want  to  go  to  Honda  and  look 
at  that  2012  Civic?  You  need  a  new  car,  and  you  can  af¬ 
ford  the  payments  now  that  you  have  a  down  payment.” 

“You’re  right,  we  can  go  look,  but  nothing  will  ever 
replace  the  Yaris.” 

§ 
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Angelicah  Shaver 

Escaping  the  Abyss 

Private  Journal  of  Angelicah  Shaver 
July  13,  2014  -  10  pm,  T-time:  8  hours 

I’m  so  nervous,  no  longer  sure  if  this  was  a  good 
idea  or  not.  Now  that  I’m  leaving  tomorrow  four  days 
in  the  mountains  sounds  kind  of  daunting...  and  a 
little  dangerous.  I  keep  thinking  that  something  terrible 
might  happen,  questioning  what  everyone  will  do  back 
home  if  it  does.  I  don’t  want  to  think  that  way,  but  what 
if  I  don’t  come  home?  I  have  to  come  home.  I  have  too 
much  here  waiting  for  me.  I’ve  been  reading  the  Appala¬ 
chian  Trail  website  and  it  says  the  bear  activity  is  worse 
than  it’s  been  in  years.  My  trail  group  informed  me  today 
that  we  have  to  figure  out  a  tent  to  bring  because  there  is 
a  possibility  they  will  close  down  shelters  due  to  the  bear 
activity  and  we  don’t  want  to  be  stuck  out  there  without 
alternate  shelter.  I  can’t  back  out  now  though.  My  bags 
are  packed  and  I  leave  in  less  than  eight  hours.  I  just 
keep  reminding  myself  Jonny  will  be  out  there.  That’s 
what  matters.  He  would  never  let  anything  happen  to 
me.  He’ll  make  sure  I  come  home.  Well,  time  to  check 
my  bag  one  last  time  and  make  sure  I  have  everything 
on  my  checklist. 

Goodnight. 

Gear  List: 

1  Hat  V 
Sunglasses  V 

2  Shirts  V 

1  Hooded  Sweater  V 
1  Pair  of  Pants  (lightweight)  V 
1  Pair  of  Shorts  V 


8  Pairs  of  Socks  V 

1  Warm  Hat  V 
Headlamp  V 
Spork  V 
Knife  V 

2  Nalgene  Bottles  V 
Bear  Bells  V 
Sleeping  Bag  V 
Therma  Mat  V 
Rope  V 

Food  (Buy  in  Tennessee) 

Gallon  Ziploc  Bags  (for  waterproofing  and  ranger  roll¬ 
ing)  V 

July  14,  2014  -  4:30  am,  T-time:  1.5  hours 

I’m  sitting  on  Jonny  s  front  porch  with  my  bags 
waiting  for  Dave  to  arrive  with  the  van  we  rented.  It 
will  probably  be  the  most  luxurious  part  of  this  trip  to 
be  honest.  Jonny  is  in  the  house  packing  the  last  of  his 
supplies,  first  aid  kit  and  bear  mace  most  importantly. 
I’m  feeling  more  confident  now  that  were  about  to  leave, 
nervous  but  ultimately  excited.  It’s  absolutely  gorgeous 
out  right  now.  The  sun  is  still  below  the  horizon,  but  the 
sky  has  already  started  to  lighten  to  that  beautiful  mix¬ 
ture  of  pastel  watercolors  it  gets  right  before  the  dawn 
breaks.  It’s  misty  and  the  air  has  that  organic,  salty  smell 
it  gets  right  before  it  starts  to  rain.  It’s  a  nice  reminder 
as  to  why  I’m  going.  I  love  the  outdoors  endlessly  and  I 
am  about  to  experience  them  as  I  never  have  before.  I 
can’t  wait. 

Signing  off. 
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July  14,  2014  -  8  pm 

Were  finally  in  Kingsport,  TN.  Everything  feels  so 
different  here.  I  feel  like  I’m  in  a  different  country,  not 
just  two  states  away  from  the  region.  The  air  is  clean,  I 
mean  really  clean.  Its  not  just  the  kind  of  clean  where 
you’re  twenty  miles  from  the  mills  and  you  don’t  see  that 
filmy  grey  haze  over  the  sky.  I  mean  the  kind  of  clean 
where  you  take  a  deep  breath  and  almost  pass  out  from 
all  the  pure  oxygen  that  you  suck  into  your  lungs.  We’re 
staying  with  Jonny’s  friend  Christian  and  his  family  and 
they  are  absolutely  wonderful.  As  soon  as  we  all  got  in 
they  ordered  all  of  us  our  favorite  pizzas.  Afterward,  we 
went  to  the  store  to  buy  our  food  supplies:  4  packs  of 
beef  jerky,  4  packs  of  Ramen  Noodles,  2  Pasta  Sides,  8 
Cliff  Bars,  trail  mix,  freeze  dried  mashed  potatoes,  Slim 
Jim’s,  2  instant  oatmeal,  2  cans  of  soup,  and  a  package  of 
Pop  Tarts.  That’s  it  for  four  days  of  food.  I  already  know 
that  is  going  to  be  my  biggest  struggle  on  the  trail,  food 
that  is.  I  have  a  love  affair  with  food  and  I’m  going  to 
miss  it  so  much,  I  already  know.  Anyways,  we  all  sat  in 
Christian’s  driveway  and  did  one  final  pack  of  our  hiking 
packs.  My  bag  weighs  roughly  30  pounds,  but  it  doesn’t 
feel  terrible.  It’s  a  nice  comfortable  fit.  Time  to  head  to 
bed,  we  have  an  early  morning  drive  to  the  trailhead. 

j  July  15,  2014  -  6  am 

We’re  eating  our  last  hot  meal  at  Denny’s  right 
now.  We  all  got  the  biggest  breakfasts  ever.  Eggs,  hash 
browns,  sausage,  bacon,  and  pancakes  for  days.  We  had 
to  load  up  on  calories  before  we  completely  deplete  our¬ 
selves  all  day.  But  here  goes  nothing,  we’re  headed  in. 

Wish  me  luck. 


Trail  Journal 

July  15,  2014  -  Day  1,  Clingman’s  Dome 

Today,  I  was  as  high  as  I’m  ever  going  to  get  in 
this  mountain  range.  We  got  on  the  trailhead  at  Cling¬ 
man’s  around  noon  today,  SoBo.  At  an  elevation  of  7, 
000  feet,  it  is  the  highest  point  of  elevation  on  the  entire 
Appalachian  Trail.  We  got  to  the  shelter  around  six  p.m. 
with  plenty  of  time  to  adjust  our  packs  and  have  a  snack 
before  tying  our  bags  into  the  trees  (bear  deterrent). 
When  we  got  here,  I  swear  I’d  never  seen  anything  as 
welcoming  as  this  shelter  before.  Funny  because  it  was 
just  a  three-walled  lean  to  made  from  logs  and  stone, 
covered  with  a  tin  roof.  There  was  already  an  older  man 
present,  cooking  his  food  with  a  water  boiler.  Pretty 
depressing  watching  him  eat  hot  mac  and  cheese  while 
I  was  stuck  with  beef  jerky  and  trail  mix  as  my  only  din¬ 
ner.  It  was  worth  it,  though.  The  group  pictures  that  we 
took  today  were  breathtaking.  We  laughed  the  whole 
way  in.  Even  got  a  short  rain  shower  two  hours  into  our 
hike.  Another  man  and  his  wife  joined  us  at  the  shelter 
after  dinner,  very  religious.  That  makes  nine  of  us  sleep¬ 
ing  in  this  shelter  tonight.  Feeling  a  little  sketched  out 
about  sleeping  out  in  the  open  with  the  elements  and 
other  people  nearby  while  I  remain  in  a  vulnerable  sleep, 
but  I  suppose  this  is  part  of  it.  Besides,  I’m  honestly  too 
tired  to  care.  Plus,  I  have  to  be  up  at  six  am.  Would  love 
to  write  more,  but  it’s  getting  too  dark  to  see. 

Happy  Trails, 

Wildflower 

July  16,  2014  -  Day  2,  Campground  #6 

I.  CANNOT.  BELIEVE.  I  made  it  through  to¬ 
day.  14  miles.  Up  and  down  and  up  and  down  and  up 
and  up  and  up  and  up  and  then  down,  down,  down.  El- 
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evation  training.  Ha,  that’s  an  understatement.  I  thought 
we  were  never  going  to  make  it  to  camp.  Okay,  I’m  being 
too  harsh.  But  seriously,  I  didn’t  know  it  would  be  as 
hard  as  today.  It  feels  like  I’m  in  boot  camp.  My  muscles 
are  screaming,  my  clothes  are  soaked,  and  I  want  a 
cheeseburger  more  than  anything  in  the  universe.  Even 
if  it  was  a  cheeseburger  that  had  sat  under  the  McDon¬ 
ald’s  heat  lamp  for  an  hour  and  looked  like  plastic  food 
at  that  point.  Yes,  I’d  eat  that  burger  so  fast.  I  can  almost 
picture  it.  But,  I  won’t  even  pretend  that  I  didn’t  enjoy 
the  pea  soup  I  had  for  dinner.  We  cooked  our  soup  in 
their  tin  cans  right  on  the  fire  we  spent  an  hour  build¬ 
ing.  It  had  the  consistency  of  cat  food  because  it  was 
mostly  cold  still,  but  also  had  small  pockets  of  Mordor- 
level  heat.  Yes,  that  soup  was  one  of  the  best  dinners 
of  my  life.  We  added  an  unexpected  mile  at  the  end  of 
our  hike  too,  as  we  had  to  descend  into  a  valley  to  find 
a  campground.  The  shelter  we  would  have  stayed  at  is 
closed.  Too  much  bear  activity.  Sketchy.  No  one  has  a 
tent,  so  we  did  the  only  thing  we  could.  Stuck  two  tall 
sticks  into  the  ground  and  draped  a  tarp  across  to  form 
a  makeshift  lean-to  for  five  of  us  to  sleep  under.  Sketchy, 
but  cozy.  Dave  is  sleeping  in  his  hammock.  Earlier,  we 
finally  reached  some  balds.  I  swear,  if  there’s  a  heaven, 
I  almost  touched  it  today.  I  stood  on  the  mountaintop 
and  as  far  as  I  could  see  was  nothing  more  than  wave 
after  wave  of  endless  mountaintops.  We’re  deep  into  the 
mountains  now.  No  civilization  outside  at  least  a  two- 
day  hike.  I  think  a  couple  of  our  group  members  have 
had  enough.  They  seem  discouraged  at  the  work  they’ve 
put  in.  Can’t  blame  them.  It’s  harder  than  I  had  imagined 
it  would  be.  Much,  much  harder.  But  oh,  it  only  makes 
it  more  rewarding.  Crossing  my  fingers  for  a  clear  night 
tonight.  If  it  rains  we’re  screwed  under  this  tarp.  Signing 
off  until  tomorrow. 


Happy  &  Rewarding  Trails, 

Wildflower 

July  17,  2014  -  Day  3,  Leaving  the  Valley 

So  many  things  to  be  thankful  for  this  morn¬ 
ing!  First,  no  rain  through  the  night.  Plenty  of  bugs 
flew  around  our  head  all  night,  but  otherwise  the  tarp 
remained  a  reliable  source  of  protection.  But  more  im¬ 
portantly,  we  saw  the  most  breathtaking  sight  once  the 
sun  set  last  night.  At  first,  a  single  lightening  bug  floated 
into  the  valley.  Minutes  later,  thousands  of  green  lights 
flickered  simultaneously  around  us.  All  the  technology 
in  the  world  could  not  create  a  light  show  that  would 
measure  up.  North  Star  explained  it’s  one  of  the  few 
places  left  in  the  world  where  they  still  come  to  mate. 
The  beauty  of  this  valley  just  keeps  coming.  This  morn¬ 
ing  before  leaving,  we  found  a  water  source  that  was  a 
mini  waterfall,  hiding  behind  a  wall  of  rhododendrons. 
Screw  the  convenience  of  city  water,  I’d  take  climbing 
through  a  waterfall  to  replenish  any  day.  Never  in  my 
life  have  I  felt  so  blessed. 

Peace  &  Love, 

Wildflower 

July  17,  2014-  Day  3,  Molly’s  Ridge 

We’ll  be  home  tomorrow.  Thank  God  because 
my  feet  are  bleeding  and  I  have  barely  any  food  left 
in  my  pack.  North  Star  spent  hours  trying  to  build  a 
campfire  from  wet  wood  for  me.  He  is  truly  amazing 
because  he  succeeded  and  cooked  the  best  freeze-  dried 
mashed  potatoes  ever.  My  clothes  and  my  pack  are 
soaked  throughout.  So  thankful  that  he  also  showed  me 
how  to  water  proof  my  stuff.  Otherwise,  I’d  be  in  a  pretty 
bad  position  right  now.  We  spent  over  an  hour  walk- 
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ing  through  a  terrible  mountain  storm.  The  lightening 
was  so  close  that  we  were  literally  walking  through  the 
clouds  that  it  was  emanating  from.  The  switchbacks  we 
were  walking  on  turned  into  streams  and  I  felt  hon¬ 
estly  terrified  as  the  thunder  shook  the  mountainside 
like  crazy.  As  if  it  couldn’t  get  any  worse,  quarter  sized 
hail  began  falling  hard  and  fast,  cutting  into  my  skin 
as  I  ran  through  the  trail.  Before  I  had  gotten  on  these 
mountains,  I  had  two  fears:  bugs  and  storms.  Now  I  am 
afraid  of  neither,  I  have  learned  to  live  among  them.  I’m 
hungry.  I’m  dirty.  I  smell  awful.  I’m  ready  to  go  home.  I 
must  say  it’s  conflicting  though.  As  much  as  I  want  to  go 
home,  when  I  get  there...  I  think  I’ll  miss  the  dirt. 
Blazing  Trails, 

Wildflower 

Private  Journal  of  Angelicah  Shaver 
July  18,  2014  -  10  pm 

We’re  back  in  society,  back  at  Christian’s  house.  It 
feels  strange  and  foreign.  I  don’t  fit  as  comfortably  back 
into  my  life  as  I  did  when  I  left.  But  oh,  could  I  write 
an  ode  to  the  cheeseburger  I  ate  and  the  shower  I  took. 
Never  in  the  history  of  my  life  have  I  ever  appreciated  a 
meal  that  thoroughly.  I  made  sure  not  to  rush  through 
it,  but  enjoy  every  single  juicy  bite.  As  soon  as  we  were 
back  to  Christian’s  it  was  a  race  to  get  in  the  shower. 
Afterward,  we  smelled  the  clothes  we  wore  on  the  trip.  I 
am  honestly  a  little  terrified  of  the  stench  that  came  off 
of  them.  Human  beings  smell  terrible  after  four  days  in 
the  wilderness  with  no  running  water,  absolutely  awful. 
I  stood  under  the  shower  for  a  good  ten  minutes  letting 
the  water  run  through  my  hair,  into  my  mouth,  every¬ 
where.  Then,  I  found  myself  doing  something  odd.  I 
found  myself  talking  to  God  again,  for  the  first  time  in  at 


least  5  years.  The  first  time  since  my  dad  died.  I  thanked 
Him,  I  thanked  the  universe  because  for  the  first  time 
in  my  existence  I  had  so  much  gratitude  for  the  simple 
things.  We  take  so  for  granted  the  things  were  afforded 
in  life,  especially  Americans.  Let  them  spend  a  week  in 
the  mountains.  Jonny  warned  me  I’d  be  different  when 
I  got  back.  He  knew.  You  really  cannot  come  home  the 
same  because  they  change  you.  The  mountains  get  deep 
under  your  skin  and  show  you  how  brutal  and  indiffer¬ 
ent  Mother  Nature  is  and  how  she  does  not  care  about 
your  survival.  You  have  to  care,  you  have  to  be  willing  to 
keep  yourself  alive  out  there.  I  wish  I  could  give  to  the 
mountains  what  they  have  given  to  me,  I  really  do.  I’m 
tired  and  I  absolutely  cannot  wait  to  snuggle  into  some 
fresh  clean  sheets  so  I’m  signing  off.  But,  as  a  side  note, 
the  mountains  have  not  seen  the  last  of  me  and  that’s  a 
promise  to  myself. 

Goodnight. 

§ 
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Charles  Smith 

Daniella 

I  was  sitting  in  the  car,  pale  in  the  face,  when  I 
finally  announced  it. 

“I  won’t  be  returning  to  the  university  next  se¬ 
mester.  I  will  be  living  at  home,  working,  and  hopefully 
attending  a  local  college.” 

I  had  finally  succumb  to  what  I  had  inevitably 
known  would  happen.  The  money  ran  out,  as  it  always 
does,  and  I  was  broke  with  a  family  that  couldn’t  care 
less  about  a  college  degree.  Tears  of  rage  marked  my  ex¬ 
hausted  face.  I  had  tried  so  hard  to  get  into  this  school, 
worked  so  hard  in  high  school,  just  to  have  it  ripped  out 
from  under  me  because  I  couldn’t  pay  for  it.  I  looked  to 
my  friend,  Daniella,  for  the  moral  support  I  had  grown 
accustomed  to  over  our  five  year  friendship. 

“Damn,  this  sucks!  Are  you  sure  there  is  no  pos¬ 
sible  way?  Have  you  asked  your  parents?  I  wish  I  could 
help,  but  man  there  has  to  be  a  way.  I  guess  I  will  see 
you  on  breaks,”  she  said. 

Her  voice  was  different.  In  high  school,  her  voice 
was  full  of  optimism  and  simplicity.  Raised  by  just  her 
mother  in  the  military,  Daniella  moved  from  state  to 
state  for  most  of  her  childhood.  Pets,  neighbors,  teach¬ 
ers,  and  friends  changed  by  the  season.  However,  when 
she  was  fifteen,  Daniella’s  mother  was  honorably  dis¬ 
charged  and  decided  to  make  the  Northwest  Indiana 
region  their  home. 

The  instability  of  her  youth  created  lofty  ambi¬ 
tions  for  Daniella.  She  yearned  to  be  a  veterinarian  and 
settling  down.  Daniella  wanted  children,  maybe  even  a 
county  house  with  a  stable  of  horses,  a  place  finally  call 
her  home.  Her  innocence  was  echoed  by  her  physical 


traits.  Her  pearl  skin  and  chestnut  roots  made  Daniella 
the  unconventional  girl  next  door.  I  gravitated  to  her, 
not  for  her  looks,  but  for  her  what  she  had  experienced. 
Like  me,  she  had  not  had  a  traditional  upbringing,  knew 
few  people,  but  still  loved  to  laugh  and  explore. 

Over  the  course  of  our  senior  year,  her  voice  began 
to  change.  She  slowly  lost  her  innocence  and  gained  an 
exciting  edge  that  only  deepened  our  friendship  to  the 
core.  It  began  when  she  stopped  going  church. 

She  would  say,  “There  is  too  much  corruption  in 
the  church.  How  am  I  supposed  to  follow  and  mimic  a 
preacher  if  he  is  stealing  money  on  Sundays?  People  are 

blind  and  scared  to  act.  It  makes  absolutely  no  sense  to 

» 

me. 

Instead  of  church,  Daniella  and  I  began  late  night 
drives  all  around  the  region.  We  listened  to  top  forty 
hits  on  the  radio  while  we  talked  the  night  away.  We 
focused  on  the  unwise  decisions  our  classmates  had 
made,  maybe  people  who  got  pregnant  or  married  too 
early,  or  the  people  who  became  druggies  and  still  went 
to  the  high  school  football  games.  We  relished  in  the 
new  freedoms  that  awaited  us  at  college.  The  lack  of  bills 
and  babies,  the  new  people  from  all  over  the  globe,  and 
the  new  places  we  were  going.  We  smoked  cigarettes, 
went  to  Denny’s,  and  drove  to  different  time  zones  in  the 
night  as  the  green  light  of  the  dash  board  illuminated 
out  laughter. 

But  her  voice  that  specific  night,  as  she  flicked  her 
menthol  cigarette  out  her  car,  sounded  distant.  I  was 
sitting  in  the  passenger  seat,  but  she  had  already  began 
her  journey  back  to  college,  without  me.  By  her  voice, 
I  could  tell  she  thought  differently  of  me.  I  was  one  of 
those  people  that  stayed  home,  never  left  Indiana,  and 
thought  the  Lake  County  Fair  was  one  of  the  greatest 
events  on  Earth.  I  was  of  insignificant  importance  to  her 
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now.  I  wouldn’t  be  there  to  go  to  the  frat  parties  or  din¬ 
ing  halls.  I  wouldn’t  be  there  to  meet  up  after  class  or 
have  an  all-nighter.  I  would  be  at  home  in  the  region, 
working,  living  with  my  parents,  and  going  nowhere. 

Three  years  later,  I  walked  in  on  Daniella  snorting 
a  line  of  cocaine  in  the  walk-in  freezer. 

She  laughingly  mused,  “Dude,  have  you  ever  tried 
some?  Hahaha.  Come  on!” 

The  words  that  I  wanted  to  say  couldn’t  be  arranged 
into  a  tangible  sentence.  Here  was  my  friend,  a  girl  I  had 
known  for  eight  years,  snorting  cocaine  next  to  a  bag 
of  frozen  lamb  with  a  man  that  barely  spoke  English. 
My  mind  rushed  back  to  the  Walmart  parking  lot,  the 
first  time  we  smoked  cigarettes,  saying  we  wouldn’t  get 
addicted.  But  here  she  was,  snorting  cocaine  in  a  chain 
restaurant  freezer. 

All  I  could  say  was,  “I  can’t.  I  don’t  know  how.  I 
have  class  tomorrow.  I  have  an  exam  tomorrow  morn- 
ing.  I  don’t  think  I  would  be  able  to  function  if  I  hit  that.” 

“Hit  that?”  Is  that  even  what  people  that  snort 
cocaine  do?  The  right  terminology?  They  “hit  that?” 
Daniella  gave  me  a  grimace  of  disappointment  as  I 
walked  away.  Outside  the  freezer,  I  paused  to  consider 
who  that  girl  was. 

She  was  the  girl  that  I  had  gotten  the  job  for  four 
months  previous.  The  girl  that  called  me  in  the  middle 
of  the  night,  in  a  polar  vortex,  asking  to  drive  around 
like  old  times.  When  she  picked  me  up,  she  was  in  tears. 
In  the  fall,  she  had  been  kicked  out  of  the  big  university 
downstate.  Her  grades  had  fallen  so  low  she  had  no  op¬ 
tion  but  to  leave.  Daniella  elected  to  work  two  40  hour 
jobs  and  go  to  community  college  in  effort  to  maintain 
her  lifestyle  of  drinking  and  smoking  weed  in  the  col¬ 
lege  town. 

“I  just  can’t  do  it  anymore.  I  have  to  move  home. 


I  need  to  get  my  life  back  together.  I  have  no  money.  I 
don’t  even  go  out  anymore.  I  barely  see  anyone,  barely 
see  you.  I  hate  that  I  will  live  with  my  mom  again,  but 
I  need  to  just  get  my  shit  together.  Maybe  head  back  to 
school,  do  some  saving,  figure  out  what  I  really  want,” 
Daniella’s  words  trembled  between  puffs  of  her  cigarette. 

I  stopped.  I  scanned  Daniella  and  internalized  the 
revelation  my  friend  had  come  to.  Her  hair  was  no  longer 
a  chestnut  brown  with  flowing  curls,  but  a  deep  purple. 
She  had  begun  to  dye  her  hair  years  earlier,  with  help 
from  me,  and  now  it  changed  with  every  passing  sea¬ 
son.  Her  skin  was  still  pearl  due  to  genetics,  but  was  now 
injected  with  ink.  Her  arms  were  now  canvasses,  full  of 
little  vignettes,  full  of  permanent  imagery.  I  stopped  on 
her  arm.  Her  first  tattoo,  UNBROKEN,  plastered  across 
her  wrist. 

“I  can  get  you  a  job.  A  decent  job  at  the  restaurant. 
You  will  be  making  more  than  minimum  wage.  I  can  get 
you  talking  to  financial  aid  at  the  college,  and  I  am  sure 
your  credits  will  transfer.  I  know  it  sucks  to  move  back, 
it  did  when  I  came  back,  but  you  will  find  out  it  is  a  lot 
easier.  You  can  get  back  on  track  with  what  you  want  to 
do  in  your  life,”  I  said. 

“That  would  be  great.  I  do  need  a  job.  I  just  don’t 
know  how  I  am  going  to  live  with  my  mom  again.  At 
least  I  will  be  closer  to  Cate  and  you,”  she  said. 

Cate  was  Daniella’s  first  and  only  girlfriend.  The 
fall  when  we  first  split  ways,  Daniella  had  come  home 
and  told  me  about  her  new  relationship.  I  figured  it  was 
one  of  the  numerous  guys  she  worked  with  or  my  for¬ 
mer  roommate  that  she  made  out  with.  We  were  in  her 
car  driving  when  she  told  me. 

“So...  I  am  seeing  someone,”  Daniella  mustered. 

“Who  is  he?” 

“Well  it  isn’t  a  he,”  she  said. 
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“It  is  Cate,  isn’t  it?” 

My  curt  tone  kept  the  conversation  short  and  to 
the  point.  Daniella  had  been  friends  with  Cate  for  years 
and  recently  had  been  making  trips  up  to  see  her.  Trips 
she  wasn’t  telling  me  or  her  mom  about. 

“So  what,  are  you  a  lesbian  now,”  I  asked  bluntly. 

“No,  Cate  is  just  special.  It  is  weird  to  describe. 
Chuck.” 

As  someone  who  has  been  the  definition  of  gay 
for  my  entire  existence,  it  was  hard  for  me  to  compre¬ 
hend  that  out  of  the  billion  people  in  this  world,  Cate 
was  in  fact  the  only  woman  Daniella  would  ever  con¬ 
sider  dating.  I  gave  her  a  long  piercing  gaze.  I  reserved 
my  judgment  and  detest  for  Cate,  and  congratulated  her 
new  endeavor  with  a  woman. 

Two,  almost  three,  years  later,  Daniella  and  Cate 
were  still  together.  A  mousy  girl  that  liked  to  work  in 
landscaping,  Cate  has  always  been  the  level  headed  one 
in  their  relationship,  something  that  I  admired. 

“Yes,  you  will  be  closer  to  Cate,  your  family,  your 
other  friends,  and  myself  when  you  move  back  home. 
You  won’t  be  dealing  with  crazy  roommates  that  steal,  or 
ridiculously  high  rent.  This  job  will  help  you  save.  You 
can  get  your  life  together  and  move  forward.  This  is  a 
good  step  in  the  right  direction.  ” 

Outside  the  larger  freezer  door,  my  own  words 
from  just  months  before  echoed  in  my  mind.  I  thought 
that  all  she  needed  was  to  come  home,  be  in  a  familiar 
setting,  be  near  Cate,  be  near  me,  and  she  would  shift 
back  into  a  former  version  of  herself.  But  that  wasn’t  the 
case. 

I  debated  telling  the  manager,  then  I  debated 
telling  her  mom.  If  she  died,  it  would  be  on  me.  But  I 
just  stood  there  absentmindedly  holding  three  lemons 
and  a  bag  of  mint  sprigs.  Thinking  of  the  powdery  white 


chemical  I  just  saw.  I  had  tables  waiting,  food  to  serve 
and  money  to  make.  I  looked  over  my  shoulder  at  the 
towering  freezer  door  where  she  still  was  undoubtedly 
finishing  her  illegal  act.  As  much  as  it  hurt  me,  I  looked 
forward  and  sprinted  back  towards  the  restaurant,  my 
nonslip  shoes  gripping  the  tile  floor  with  regret. 

After  this  incident,  I  still  saw  Daniella  and  occa¬ 
sionally  went  over  to  her  house.  During  a  brief  spat  with 
Cate,  Daniella  committed  herself  to  driving  to  Missouri 
to  seeing  a  guy  that  she  hung  out  with  at  school.  She 
wanted  my  guidance  on  the  matter  and  invited  me  over 
for  a  few  bottles  of  wine. 

After  we  had  fully  discussed  her  argument  with 
Cate,  I  started  in  on  a  story. 

“Dude,  I  don’t  know  how  I  am  going  to  be  a 
teacher.  I  have  so  much  left  to  learn  and  to  prepare  for.  I 
am  going  to  be  one  of  those  awful  high  school  teachers 
we  had.  I  just  don’t  know  what  I  am  even  doing  any¬ 
more.” 

“You  are  going  to  be  fine.  You  have  worked  hard. 
You  will  be  the  best  teacher  any  school  has  ever  had. ...” 

Daniella  was  cut  off  by  her  phone  ringing.  It  was 
the  Missouri  guy  calling  to  check  in  on  her  before  she 
left  on  Friday  to  go  see  him.  As  she  answered  the  call,  I 
smiled  and  gave  an  approving  nod.  I  slid  off  my  sandals 
and  rested  my  feet  on  the  Beachwood  deck. 

I  stared  at  my  feet.  It  may  have  been  the  sum¬ 
mer  air,  or  the  bottle  of  wine,  but  their  conversation  was 
muffled  to  me.  I  was  happy  to  be  near  my  friend.  The 
incident  in  the  freezer  had  passed  and  now  she  needed 
me  for  guidance.  For  a  long  time,  I  sat  there  content 
with  where  things  were. 

However,  like  a  lens  adjusting,  I  began  to  focus 
in  and  out  on  my  friend’s  conversation.  Over  the  hum¬ 
ming  of  the  summer  breeze  and  croaking  of  frogs  in  the 
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distance,  I  heard  Missouri  guy  utter  in  a  dark  brutish 
voice,  “The  last  time  we  took  it,  and  we  were  gone  for 
four  days.” 

I  focused  in  on  the  veins  pumping  blood  through 
my  feet.  Anger  boiled  over  me  and  then  sadness.  Sad¬ 
ness  for  this  girl  that  I  had  been  friends  with  for  so  long. 
I  didn’t  want  to  know  what  the  guy  from  Missouri  was 
talking  about.  I  didn’t  have  to  know.  I  knew  that  it  was 
something  I  didn’t  want  to  be  a  part  of. 

When  Daniella  hung  up  the  phone,  I  already  had 
my  sandals  on  and  my  car  keys  out.  My  drive  home  was 
plagued  with  Missouri  man’s  voice.  “We  were  gone  for 
four  days.”  I  once  again  felt  the  pain  for  my  friend  that 
I  had  felt  months  earlier  outside  the  freezer.  I  could  tell 
her  mom.  I  could  do  something.  Maybe  I  could  help  her. 
When  I  got  home  I  called  Daniella. 

“You’re  an  idiot.  Did  you  not  think  I  heard  what 
he  was  talking  about?  You  don’t  even  know  this  man. 
What  are  you  going  to  take?  I  thought  this  was  just  a 
camping  trip!  You  could  kill  yourself.” 

Her  answers  fell  to  deaf  ears.  She  acted  like  a 
child  caught,  confused  and  naive,  but  she  was  fixated  on 
whatever  type  of  pleasure  this  trip  would  bring  her  and 
was  unwilling  to  admit  danger.  There  was  no  stopping 
her.  There  was  no  changing  her.  I  had  to  let  her  go. 

Three  years  earlier,  when  I  told  Daniella  I  was 
staying  home,  her  voice  was  distant.  I  originally  thought 
it  would  the  distance  of  the  world,  the  time  spent  apart, 
that  would  hurt  our  friendship.  But  in  the  end,  it  was 
more  the  diverse  experiences  that  drove  us  apart.  I  look 
back  to  us  driving  around  and  criticizing  people  we 
didn’t  know.  It  wasn’t  that  our  classmates  made  horrible 
choices,  it  was  that  they  took  different  avenues,  different 
side  streets,  to  paint  their  picture.  And  when  I  had  told 
Daniella  I  had  was  staying  and  she  had  affirmed  she  was 


leaving,  it  was  a  massive  fork  in  the  road  followed  by 
several  boulevards  and  back  roads  we  both  needed  to 
take  to  in  our  young  adult  lives.  I  have  learned  I  can’t 
control  her  actions,  nor  judge  her  for  them.  It  is  her 
journey  and  hers  alone.  There  is  no  guarantee  we  will 
never  become  close  again,  in  fact  it  is  unlikely,  but  her 
and  I  are  forever  united  by  our  experiences  in  our  youth. 

Daniella  and  I  still  work  together.  Our  conversa¬ 
tions  are  short,  to  the  point,  and  conventional.  But  ev¬ 
ery  now  and  again  we  reminisce. 

“Chuck,  do  you  remember  when  we  went  to  Den¬ 
ny’s  that  one  time  and  thought  we  knew  had  everything 
planned  for  after  high  school?” 

And  with  a  grin  I  said,  “Oh,  I  will  never  forget  it!” 
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Jessica  Lyn 

Say  Goodbye 

I  stared  down  at  the  steering  wheel.  I  watched  as 
the  grey,  smooth  surface  slowly  blurred  beneath  my  tears. 
My  chest  was  sore  with  a  heaviness  that  only  someone 
that  was  buried  underground  could  understand.  I  was 
buried  under  the  most  overwhelming  sadness  I  had  ever 
felt.  Wiping  my  tears  away,  I  started  the  car  and  slowly 
made  a  right  out  of  the  grocery  stores  parking  lot.  I  had 
thought  that  filling  the  front  seat  up  with  flowers  would 
make  me  feel  a  little  joy.  So  bittersweet.  I  admired  them, 
taking  in  their  beauty.  Six  bouquets  of  brightly  painted 
daisies  stared  back  at  me,  no  doubt  wilting  just  a  little 
at  my  sadness.  Breathe,  just  keep  breathing.  Sometimes 
that’s  all  you  can  do  in  a  situation  that  is  out  of  your 
control.  I  had  a  long  drive  ahead  of  me,  and  although  I 
had  lived  in  Pennsylvania  for  24  years,  I  had  never  been 
this  far  west.  Even  in  my  altered  state  of  sadness,  I  had 
to  admit  that  the  scenery  for  my  drive  was  breathtaking. 
After  moving  to  the  Midwest  nine  years  ago,  I  had  for¬ 
gotten  what  it  was  like  for  land  not  to  be  flat.  There  were 
mountains  and  trees  lining  either  side  of  the  narrow 
road,  trees  and  mountains  that  seemed  to  touch  the  top 
of  the  sky  and  took  my  fear  away,  but  only  for  a  second. 
Usually  in  long  car  rides  my  ADD  would  kick  in  and 
start  to  drive  me  crazy,  counting  down  every  second 
with  a  nagging,  biting  boredom  of  sitting  in  one  spot  for 
too  long.  Not  today.  My  navigation  dinged.  “You  have 
arrived  at  your  destination.  It  is  up  ahead  on  your  right.” 
Although  her  house  was  81  miles  away,  it  only  felt  like 
it  took  one  minute  to  get  there.  Its  funny  how  time  can 
play  tricks  on  you  sometimes.  I  parked  the  car  and  just 
sat  there  in  silence,  waiting  for  the  inside  of  my  head 


to  stop  screaming.  Breathe.  As  I  started  to  gather  my 
purse  and  the  flowers,  my  arms  started  shaking  almost 
out  of  my  control.  My  smile  broke  through  for  just  a 
moment  as  I  noticed  how  cute  her  house  was.  She  loved 
to  garden  and  it  showed  in  the  colorful  flowers  and 
flourishing  plants  that  decorated  her  front  stoop.  I  can’t 
believe  I  didn’t  visit  more.  What  the  fuck  is  wrong  with 
me?  I  rang  the  doorbell  and  waited,  trying  to  get  myself 
together. 

This  is  not  about  you.  Not  now.  The  door  swung 
open  and  Tina  and  Christina  burst  out  to  grab  me  with 
excitement.  They  were  so  happy  to  see  me,  even  under 
these  circumstances.  It  had,  after  all,  been  several  years 
since  I  had  seen  either  of  them.  As  we  hugged,  all  the 
memories  of  them  came  rushing  back  to  me.  I  had  met 
Tina,  a  friend  of  my  mother’s,  so  long  ago  that  I  couldn’t 
really  remember  when.  I  had  to  have  been  about  five 
or  six,  maybe  younger.  The  Hamilton’s  had  lived  three 
houses  down  from  me  when  I  was  growing  up.  I  loved 
Tina.  She  was  like  my  second  mom.  When  I  was  young¬ 
er  she  was  my  sense  of  reason,  security,  and  love.  I  had 
spent  countless  nights  sleeping  over  at  their  house.  After 
Christina  and  Laura  would  go  to  sleep,  Tina  and  I  would 
stay  up  late  on  the  couch  watching  movies  and  talking. 

I  eyed  Christina,  her  normally  clear  blue  eyes  clouded 
with  concern  and  stress.  Christina  was  eight  years 
younger  than  me.  I  briefly  thought  back  to  when  she 
was  a  baby,  temporarily  making  me  feel  old.  The  three 
of  us  caught  up  for  a  minute  and  then  the  conversation 
quickly  turned  to  Laura.  My  Laura.  I  stepped  into  the 
house  as  they  took  the  flowers  out  of  my  hands.  I  looked 
to  my  left,  and  there  she  was.  My  Laura.  She  was  sit¬ 
ting  back  in  the  recliner,  covered  in  fluffy  blankets.  Her 
long  blonde  hair  was  pulled  back  out  of  her  face,  her 
once  vibrant  blue  eyes  darkened  and  sunken  in.  She  was 
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already  on  oxygen,  with  a  tube  hanging  from  her  nose. 
As  soon  as  she  saw  me,  her  eyes  widened  and  a  massive 
smile  appeared  on  her  face.  She  was  still  so  beautiful. 
Many  emotions  slapped  me  in  the  face  as  I  stared  down 
at  her.  It  took  everything  in  my  soul  not  to  run  scream¬ 
ing  from  the  room.  As  the  tears  welled  in  my  eyes,  all 
the  strength  in  my  being  held  them  back.  I  think  that 
I  actually  felt  my  heart  break  right  then.  I  had  known 
Laura  for  29  years,  since  she  was  born.  She  was  my  first 
best  friend.  And  now  I  had  come  here,  to  her  adorable 
little  house  in  Marietta,  PA,  to  say  goodbye. 

I  ran  to  her  with  a  smile  on  my  face  and  tears 
in  my  eyes.  Holding  her  tightly,  I  realized  that  I  had 
no  idea  what  to  say.  My  mind  was  blank.  Diagnosed 
so  young  with  stage  four  bile  duct  cancer,  Laura  had 
just  days  to  live.  She  had  gone  to  the  doctor  to  ask  for 
medication  for  heartburn,  and  had  returned  home  on 
hospice.  I  remembered  holding  her  as  a  baby,  and  then 
watching  her  grow  into  a  beautiful  young  woman.  She 
was  always  so  full  of  life,  so  full  of  love.  Even  now  as 
she  was  reduced  to  this  tiny  skeleton,  I  watched  as  she 
lay  there  smiling  and  making  jokes.  I  relaxed  for  a  bit, 
and  we  laughed  and  teased  each  other,  talking  about 
our  favorite  memories.  When  we  were  little,  I  would 
come  home  from  school  every  day  and  set  up  her  little 
chalkboard  on  her  front  lawn.  Laura  loved  to  learn.  I 
would  bring  my  school  books  and  teach  her  everything 
I  had  learned  that  day.  She  was  so  smart.  We  spent  our 
other  days  climbing  trees,  playing  with  bugs,  and  mak¬ 
ing  each  other  laugh.  Everyone  wanted  to  be  her  best 
friend.  Laura  didn’t  have  a  single  bad  bone  in  her  body.  I 
don’t  think  I  had  ever  heard  her  say  one  bad  thing  about 
a  person,  even  when  they  wronged  her.  Even  now,  she 
talked  about  how  sad  it  made  her  that  little  kids  were 
dying  of  cancer,  little  kids  that  hadn’t  had  a  chance  to 


live  at  all.  She  was  lucky,  according  to  her,  that  she  was 
able  to  experience  such  a  long  life  filled  with  such  con¬ 
stant  happiness.  I  tried  to  process  her  words  as  she  fed 
me  her  strawberries,  begging  me  to  eat  them  so  Tina 
would  stay  off  her  back.  I  shoved  them  in  my  mouth, 
and  then  we  both  started  giggling  when  Tina  appeared 
out  of  the  kitchen,  catching  us.  “Up  to  no  good,  just  like 
you  two  always  were,”  she  laughed  as  she  walked  away. 

Sometimes  Laura  would  get  tired,  either  from 
the  cancer  or  the  morphine,  and  would  need  to  shut  her 
eyes  for  a  while.  Tina,  Christina  and  I  would  sit  out  on 
the  back  deck,  talking  on  autopilot  and  absentmindedly 
staring  in  at  her  through  the  sliding  glass  door.  We  sat 
there  for  hours  in  those  few  days,  chain  smoking  ciga¬ 
rettes  and  chatting.  Our  conversations  would  cycle  from 
disbelief  about  what  was  happening,  to  catching  each 
other  up  on  our  lives,  and  then  back  to  disbelief  again. 
My  back  eventually  started  to  throb  from  being  planted 
on  that  hard  metal  chair  for  hours  on  end.  Laura’s  back¬ 
yard  was  beautiful.  It  was  lined  with  healthy  bushes  and 
bright,  eye  catching  flowers.  Tucked  away  in  the  corner 
was  a  pond  that  she  had  designed  all  on  her  own.  Her 
dogs  ran  around  and  basked  in  the  sunlight.  It  was  so 
peaceful.  Laura  had  always  had  this  gentle  happiness 
about  her,  ever  since  we  were  kids.  It  was  bittersweet 
for  me  to  experience  this  home  that  she  had  created 
for  herself  under  these  horrifying  circumstances.  I  was 
so  proud  of  her,  and  so  heartbroken  at  the  same  time. 
I  thought  about  all  the  times  I  could  have  visited  since 
I  moved  away.  I  thought  about  the  last  time  that  I  can¬ 
celled  plans  with  her.  How  I  had  taken  time  for  granted, 
always  thinking  that  there  could  be  another  visit,  next 
time. 

Days  passed  as  I  sat  on  Laura’s  back  porch,  si¬ 
lently  beating  myself  up  and  gazing  through  the  door, 
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watching  my  oldest  friend.  Visitors  would  walk  around 
from  the  front  as  they  arrived,  and  I  would  watch  them 
mentally  prepare  themselves  to  say  goodbye  to  her.  As 
they  walked  in,  I  could  hear  Lauras  loud  cheery  voice 
greet  them  and  they  would  sigh  in  relief.  Inevitably,  they 
would  rush  back  out,  exhaling  like  they  had  been  hold¬ 
ing  their  breath  forever.  There  we  sat,  like  a  mini  sup¬ 
port  group  trying  to  hold  everyone  together.  Be  strong 
for  Laura. 

I  had  always  been  the  one  she  looked  up  to.  I  felt 
like  I  had  to  keep  her  together.  In  reality,  for  those  few 
days  it  was  her  that  kept  me  together.  I  never  cried  in 
front  of  her,  and  now  I  wish  I  had.  At  the  time,  I  thought 
I  was  doing  such  a  good  job  at  “being  strong”,  but  I  know 
she  saw  right  through  me. 

The  morning  of  my  last  day  there  finally  came. 
I  woke  up  early  and  walked  into  her  bedroom.  The  first 
thing  I  saw  was  her  beaming  smile,  shining  at  me  from 
her  hospital  bed.  Her  eyes  were  happy  and  sparkling, 
as  always.  But  it  was  time  to  say  goodbye.  I  started  to 
panic.  What  the  hell  do  I  say  to  her?  How  do  you  say 
goodbye  to  someone  for  the  last  time? 

“Sorry  we  didn’t  do  anything  fun  while  you  were 
here,  like  go  to  a  club  or  something,”  she  said.  That  made 
us  both  start  laughing,  and  calmed  me  down  a  little  bit. 
I  told  her  that  I  just  wanted  to  stare  at  her,  and  that’s 
what  we  did.  The  minutes  ticked  away  as  I  put  my  hand 
on  her  cheek  and  we  just  looked  into  each  other’s  eyes.  I 
miss  those  eyes.  I  asked  her  what  she  wanted  from  me, 
what  I  could  do  for  her.  She  told  me  to  be  happy,  and  to 
let  myself  be  loved.  She  told  me  that  she  knew  more  than 
anyone  how  horrible  my  past  was,  and  to  not  ever  let 
it  affect  my  present.  She  told  me  how  important  home 
was,  and  that  it  should  always  be  a  sacred,  safe  and  lov¬ 
ing  little  nest  tucked  away  from  the  rest  of  the  world. 


She  told  me  to  go  home  and  kiss  my  animals  for  her.  She 
told  me  not  to  be  angry  about  the  cancer.  “It  must  be  my 
fate,  or  it  wouldn’t  be  happening  to  me.”  I  told  her  that 
I’d  stay  in  contact  with  her  family.  I  would  check  in  on 
Christina  and  Tina,  and  make  sure  they  didn’t  fall  apart 
after  she  passed.  I  promised  to  see  good  in  everyone, 
just  like  she  always  did.  I  asked  her  if  she  was  scared  of 
dying,  and  she  said  she  wasn’t.  I  made  her  promise  that  if 
she  started  to  feel  afraid,  that  she  wouldn’t  hold  it  inside 
just  to  make  everyone  feel  better.  I  tried  to  apologize  for 
not  coming  to  visit  more,  but  she  wouldn’t  let  me. 

I  could  see  that  she  was  starting  to  get  tired  al¬ 
ready.  We  hugged  a  few  more  times  and  maybe  stared  at 
each  other  a  little  more.  No  tears.  Tears  were  for  the  ride 
home.  It  was  so  strange  to  know  that  this  goodbye  was 
final.  I  thought  about  how  many  time  in  life  we  mind¬ 
lessly  say  goodbye  to  people,  taking  for  granted  that  we 
will  see  them  again.  I  swore  never  to  do  that  again.  We 
said  our  I  love  yous,  never  actually  saying  goodbye,  and  I 
backed  out  of  the  room.  I  had  to  get  out  of  there.  I  kissed 
Christina  and  Tina  and  promised  to  check  in  when  my 
plane  landed  at  home.  I  got  back  into  the  safety  of  my 
car  as  my  tears  finally  overpowered  my  will.  I  sat  there 
and  cried  until  there  were  no  tears  left  in  my  soul.  My 
best  friend  was  gone. 
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Couple  Crossing  the  Streets  of  Paris 
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